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vaj broj Frakcije mogao je umjesto dramsko pismo 
oo jednako tako biti naslovljen mlado dramsko 
pismo ili pak novo pismo za izvedbu ili (ne)vidljivo 
dramsko pismo. Arbitrarnost imenovanja i odabira 
naslova te (ne)mogucnost da se ono-o-cemu- 
govorimo oznaci jednim imenom, pojmom, 
naslovom, temom, ukazuje na nimalo jednostavnu 
poziciju i kontekst dramskog pisma u Hrvatskoj, 
danas. Nedosljednost pri uporabi termina, vidljiva vec u uvodniku, nije 
rezultat urednicke neodlucnosti vec spomenute otpornosti knjizevnog roda, 
samih autora i njihovih tema jednoobraznom definiranju, namjeni i formi. 

Dvostrukom nulom upisanom u naslov upucujemo na nultu godinu 
novog milenija kao pocetnu tocku od koje pokusavamo sagledati temu 
dramskog pisma i sumirati tekstove, ali i na neki novi, podvostruceni pocetak 
generacijskog odbrojavanja unutar kojeg predstavljamo sest autora i jedan 
autorski tandem koji se bave pisanjem za kazaliste, u Hrvatskoj, danas. 
Namjerno koristimo termin kazaliste, kako bismo potencirali raskorak uocljiv 
izmedu tema koje su recentno bile u fokusu ovog casopisa za izvedbene 
umjetnosti i temata koji je pred vama. Spoj Frakcije i dramskog pisma - taj 
naizgledni oksimoron svoju opravdanost, vjerujemo, nalazi upravo u (ne) 
vidljivosti dramskog pisma, u Hrvatskoj, danas. Frakcija je, uostalom, oduvijek 
voljela nevidljivo. Tomu u prilog ide i cinjenica da vecinu dramskih tekstova 
koje predstavljamo nismo bili u mogucnosti tiskati u integralnom obliku vec 
smo se, pomalo metaforicki i s jednom iznimkom, odlucili za tiskanje njihovih 
- krajeva. 

Uz dramske zavrsetke donosimo i razgovore koje su autori vodili jedni s 
drugima doticuci se refleksija o vlastitom radu, poziciji autora i pisma, 
akademskim institucijama, kulturnoj politici, sumnjama, zeljama i 
razocaranjima koja izlaze izmedu redova njihovog autorskog pisma. 

Teorijski blok kroz cetiri autorska diskursa i cetiri razlicita rakursa nastoji 
analiticki i teorijski jasnije kontekstualizirati temu dramskog pisma, provlaceci 
je kroz povijesnu perspektivu, istrazujuci njene poeticke premise, analizirajuci 
produkcijske uvjete unutar kojih su se odabrane drame i autori morali 
snalaziti, te ispitujuci opravdanost i smislenost ovog urednickog koncepta. 

Vjerujuci da ce ovaj zbir razlicitih autorskih poetika, stavova i iskustava 
stvoriti koristan uvid u temu te potaknuti interes prema dramskom pismu, 
napominjemo da ovdje prezentirani tekstovi predstavljaju gotovo cjelokupnu 
produkciju dramskog teksta unutar odabranog generacijskog okvira, dakle 
gotovo sve sto je u posljednjih desetak godina napisano, producirano, 
postavljeno, procitano. 

Ostavljamo vas citanju. 
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nstead of playwriting oo, we could have named this issue of Frakcija 
young playwriting, or new performance text, or (in)visible playwriting. 
The arbitrary character of naming and choosing a title, as well as 
the (im)possibility of denoting what-we-mean by a single name, 
notion, title, or subject, indicates very well the position and context 
of playwriting in Croatia today, which is by no means simple. The 
inconsistence in using the term, which is evident from this very 
preface, is not a result of editorial indecisiveness, but rather of the 
abovementioned resistance that the literary genre as such, as well as authors 
and their subjects, show towards to any such unified definition, application, 
and form. 

The double zero that we have used in the title indicates the beginning 
of the new millennium as the starting point from which we have tried to 
grasp the subject of playwriting and to find a common denominator for the 
texts; however, it also implies a new, double beginning of the generational 
countdown within which we are presenting six individual authors and one 
duo involved in writing for theatre in Croatia today. We use the term theatre 
with a specific purpose, namely to emphasize the gap between the themes 
that have recently been the focus of our journal for performing arts and the 
thematic issue that is now in your hands. We believe that the fusion of 
Frakcija and playwriting - an apparent paradox - may be justified precisely by 
the (in)visibility of playwriting in today's Croatia. After all, Frakcija has always 
had a thing for the invisible. That is sustained by the fact that most of the 
dramatic texts that we are presenting could not be printed in their integral 
form; instead, we have (somewhat metaphorically and with a single 
exception) opted for printing their endings. 

Along with these dramatic endings, we are bringing the interviews that 
the authors have conducted with each other, reflecting on their own work, 
the position of dramatic authors and writing, academic institutions, cultural 
policies, doubts, wishes, and disappointments that emerge between the lines 
of their personal writings. 

The theoretical bloc, which includes four artistic discourses viewed from 
four different angles, seeks to interpret the subject of playwriting more 
clearly in terms of analysis and theory, by taking a look at it from the 
historical perspective, exploring its poetic premises, analyzing the conditions 
of production that the selected plays and its authors have had to cope with, 
and questioning the foundations and the meaningfulness of this editorial 
concept. 

We believe that this collection of different artistic poeticisms, attitudes, 
viewpoints, and experiences will offer a useful insight into the subject and 
awaken greater interest in playwriting; yet we would also like to indicate that 
the presented texts represent the almost entire production of texts within 
the chosen generational framework, meaning virtually everything that has 
been written, produced, staged, or read in Croatia in the past ten years. 

Enjoy your reading. 
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ana ili Sunce se smije, Jedna ili dvije elegije, 
adaptacija Pijanistice, nastavi niz... o cemu 
govore tvoji tekstovi, kako do njih dolazi i, 
naravno, kako odabires teme kojima se bavis? 
Sto trenutno pises? Zasto? Cdje? 

Sunce se smije (Mana), Janijeva svecanost 
(neizvedena), jedna ili dvije elegije (zavrsetak 
niza zasad)... Pijanistica, odnosno adaptacija 
istoimenog romana tesko da ulazi u "moje" dramske tekstove, adaptacija je 
mjesto gdje treba razgraniciti pisanje i dramaturgiju... barem ih ja na tom 
mjestu pokusavam jasno razgraniciti. Dramaturgija i tekstovi nastali u svrhu 
predstave cijim konceptom ipak na kraju krajeva vlada redatelj plod su 
pristajanja na dogovoreni koncept. Nekad je to, kao u slucaju Pijanistice, 
dijeljenje odusevljenja s ostatkom "logistickog tandema" odredenim autorom 
i djelom. Kad se radi o vlastitim tekstovima koji su dosad nastajali u vise ili 
manje komunikativnoj sredini ili na Akademiji dramske umjetnosti u svrhu 
zavrsavanja pojedinih godina studija, odlucujem se baviti stvarima koje me se 
ticu osobno i umjetnicki. To je nekakva startna pozicija u promisljanju. Cini mi 
se fer ne ulaziti u sfere nepoznatog/stranog/popularnog/egzoticnog unatoc 
vjerojatno uzbudljivim novim saznanjima na koja bih eventualno mogla 
naletjeti. 

Sunce se smije moj je odgovor na zahtjev odnosno zadatak da napisem 
politicku dramu. Covori o politici unutar umjetnosti, bolje receno 
mikropolitikama, pokusajima pripadnosti ili otporu prema istima, te kritici 
visoko cijenjene svrhovitosti odredenih nacina djelovanja. Naslov je posuden 
od pjesme Sonce se smeje Srecka Kosovela. Zbog zadnjeg stiha. Janijeva 
svecanost takoder je zadatak - arhetip Heraklo. Unutar zadatka nasla sam 
vlastito polje interesa koje se tice promisljanja odnosa prema tijelu u kojem se 
tijelo pokusava zanijekati. jedna ili dvije elegije u osnovi je pokusaj jednog 
nevezanog "ne shvacam ali primjecujem" pristupa - u nadi da je precizno 
primjecivanje jednako bitno kao i dobro postavljeno pitanje. 


Na koji nacin promisljas izvedbene aspekte svojih tekstova? Sto te u 
izvedbenom smislu zanima i sto ti je bitno, te do koje mjere uopce volis biti 
involvirana u proces rada na izvedbi? Redovito radis i kao dramaturg, pa 
pretpostavljam da nisi tip autora za kojeg kraj pisanja oznacava i kraj rada na 
tekstu? 

Bas suprotno. Za neke drame/tekstove imam potpuno preciznu viziju kako bi 
mogli izgledati na sceni. U tom je slucaju korisnije da se ne nalazim u blizini. 
Neki drugi tekstovi pisani su kao otpor prvom slucaju. Njih tretiram kao 
govorni tekst bez naznaka (i cvrstog razgranicenja) likova, scene, fiktivnog 
mjesta, fiktivne "svakodnevne logike" i tako dalje. Pa neka se drugi muce s 
njima. Ni tu ne zelim biti prisutna. Dramaturski rad u kombinaciji s vlastitim 
tekstom ili adaptacijom ulazi u drugu (odnosno "zasebnu") kategoriju. Takvi 
su tekstovi pisani, tj. slagani u svrhu postavljanja unutar sasvim odredenih 
okolnosti i estetika; kada sam prisutna pri njihovom postavljanju, moj je 
posao jednak onome kao kada radimo na tudim tekstovima. 


Kada bi trebala definirati neke esteticke i politicke smjernice koji te vode pri 
pisanju, koji bi to smjernice bile? Zelis li izdvojiti neke osobe/dogadaje s 
podrucja knjizevnosti, kazalista, politicke ekonomije ili molekularne biologije 
koji su nekako utjecali na tvoj rad? 
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Lako bih navela nekoliko imena, ali ona bi cinila prilicno pretenciozan skup, 
ispisana na stranici jednog intervjua u Frakciji. Mozda je odluka da ne 
studiram nesto kao biologiju cak i najvise od navedenog prakticno utjecala na 
moj rad. 

S obzirom da si studirala dramaturgiju imas priliku dozivotnog (re)definiranja 
pozicije dramaturga. Sto tebi ta pozicija znaci i koji su tvoji osobni interesi za 
rad bas na tom podrucju? Je li ti to uopce bitno? 

Svoj dramaturski rad dosad sam definirala kroz poziciju kontrolora semiotike, 
onoga koji istrazuje kako pojedine odluke mijenjaju znacenje prezentiranog. 
Trenutacno to vise uopce ne radim. Zamor. 

Zbog prostornih ogranicenja ne bih ovdje ulazila u raspravu o kulturnim 
politikama, no svi smo svjesni vrlo snazne kritike koja jednako pogada i 
institucije i nezavisnu scenu. Cdje i u kojem kontekstu u tom smislu vidis nas, 
novu generaciju dramaturga i dramskih pisaca? Je li nam scena, iako ne 
preferiram tu rijec, inertna, a mi suvise pristojni i samo se hvatamo za skute 
postojecih inicijativa? 

Nemoguce mi je pojmiti se unutar mnozine. Mislim da svatko stvara svoju 
poziciju igrom slucaja i srece, radom na odrzavanju vlastitog stava, te 
vlastitim zeljama i osobnim i vanjskim mogucnostima. Mozda samo treba 
poceti razmisljati izvan naucenih putova na kratkoj stazi izmedu inertnog 
duha Akademije, inkubatorskog duha Teatra &TD-a i gradskog duha gradskih 
kazalista. 

Daljnji planovi? Cak i ako su posve nerealni? 

Daljnji planovi? Pisanje diplomskog kako bih napokon studij dramaturgije 
stavila iza sebe. Zatim pocetak rada u kazalistu izvan dramaturgije. Mozda 
povratak istoj. Mozda ne. Mozda pocetak pisanja bez prisutnog kazalista. 
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T ekst Jedna ili dvije elegije objavljen je na 
Trecem programu Hrvatskog radija 
2009. godine u emisiji Radio atelje, u reziji 
Mislava Brecica. 


LI ko vi: 

Erika, njezin brat Klaus kojije pisac, Klausova 
majka, duh ocevog genija medu tih troje, 
organizator elitnog krstarenja odjeven u 
andela, Rainer Maria Rilke u odjeci za 
fotografiranje, te fotograf koji je svima 
stranac ali se svejedno pojavljuje. 


Klaus izlazi na pozornicu 
Ne zna drugo sto bi 
Klaus osjeca hladan znoj 
Te nije siguran u sto se to 
Upustio 

Zelio bih sada 

Uz vase dopustenje 

Izvesti pjesmu o sminki 

Volite li volite li volite li i vi sminku jaje volim jaje volim tu 
luksuznu krinku sminka sminka u njoj ima cara sminka 
sminka tako dobro vara. 


SRETNOVRIJEME 

Odgovorno tvrdim 

Jedino apsolutno sretno vrijeme 

Naseg zivota 

Vrijeme je provedeno u spavanju 
Kolijevkaje izgubljeni raj 
A ja svoju 

Nocima prizivam u sjecanju 
Putujem u njoj mracnim sumama 
Mirnim vodama 

Ravno u purpurnu dubinu nekog beskrajnog 
Neba 

Klausa oplahuju valovi andeoskog praha 

I on se pita 

Cdje mu je krevet 

Pita se to klonucem 

A pred takvom zadivljujuce otvorenom slaboscu 
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Njegova sestra gubi ostrinu 
Sagiba se za njim 

U reduje 
U reduje Klaus 

Moja kolijevka ima jedra 
Carobne lade 

U reduje 
Klaus 

U nedostatku majke 

A i u svome spomenutom preuzimanju uloge 

Posto je iscrpla karijeru 

Klausova sestra uzima Klausa u krilo 

Okrece lice prema njemu 

Lice joj govori 

Puno brige i strasti 

Jesi li dobro 

Lice joj govori 

Budidobro 

Govori 

Ja sam tvoja sestra 
Ja sam tvoj blizanac 

Sjecas li se Ijeta dvadeset sedme dvadeset osme 

Ti i ja simpaticno dvostruko bice 

Erika ima kratku kosu 

Odrezanu ravno iznad uha 

Ona nosi kosulju i kravatu 

(Na kosulji je podvrnula rukave) 

I jedan muski sat 

Njezino lice prema Klausu nije se 

Odmaknulo desetljecima 

Usne su joj razmaknute 

Tek toliko 

Potrebno za jedan udah 
Uvijekjedan isti 

Nos je podigla u smjeru upita na koji trazi odgovor 

A mozda se vec i zna 

Klaus 

Smjesten u njenu krilu 
Zavaljen nazad 

Ramenom prislonjen na njezina prsa 
Da ne bi pao 

Prstima se pridrzava za svoje koljeno 

Prebaceno preko drugog 

Da li zbog cigarete u ustima 

(Ta cigareta drzi se tamo samo zahvaljujuci 

Vlaznoj unutrasnjosti gornje usnice) 

Lice mu je u izmaglici 
Da je rijec o fotografiji 
A ne o sceni 


Citav bi Klaus bio van fokusa 

Kao da to nesto ima znaciti 

Za stanje njegovog duha 

I buducnosti 

I tako zabacen nazad 

Tako kruto prepusten sestrinom krilu 

I njenoj nenadanoj njeznosti 

Klaus je u mogucnosti svome promatracu 

Uputiti pogled 

Uputiti pogled kroz njega 

Kao da jedan od njih dvojice vec 

Nije tamo. 

PIETA 

Nekako su slicni i kao bica 
Potpuno su srodni 
Klaus i njegova sestra 
Tako kako je fotograf 01 
Prisilio aparat 
To je slika 
Pieta. 

ANDELOV JACI OPSTANAK 

Kao prvo 

Vi mi ne izgledate kao covjek 
Koji bi se otrovao picem 
To je prva stvar 

Zapravo mi ne izgledate kao covjek 
Koji bi se otrovao uopce 
A ne ne 
Vi se varate 
Rece Klaus 

I naruci jos jedno pice 

Golema andeoska krila bljesnu prema njemu 
A zatim mu voditelj putovanja 
Ispostavi koktel 

Ne osjecam gadenje prema pojmu samoubojstva 
To je bilo takvo vrijeme 
Takvi krugovi 

Samoubojstva su mi odnijela vise prijatelja nego 

Bolesti zlocini ili nesretni slucajevi 

Nikad nisam istrazio 

Sto je dovelo do te uzasne mode 

Mora da je bio neki smrtonosni 

Bacil 

U zraku 


oi Lotte Jacobi 
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Voditelj ekskluzivnog putovanja odjeven u andela 
Pogleda strogo prema Klausu 
Ipak uz skrti smijesak 
Protisne 

To i nije neka sala gospodine 

Oh ispricavam se 
To su literatova naklapanja 
Morat cete mi oprostiti 
Nastavljam 

No ima u svemu i nesto genetike 

Slusajte 

C.M. 

U majcinoj kuci popila kiselinu 
I grgljala da ublazi smrtne muke 
Dalje 
Teta L 

Sumornih ociju i usiljenih usta 

Posegnula za spasonosnim uzetom 

Teta O 

Ruskinja 

Slikarica 

Vrlo talentirana 

Zivotjoj je krenuo krivo 

I skocilaje kroz prozor 

Kci A.S. 

Ucinila je to u Austriji 

Zaboravio sam pojedinosti 

Najstariji sin H. von H. prosvirao je sebi metak 

Kroz glavu 

Dva moja najdraza prijatelja 

Koji se nikad nisu sreli 

Voljeli su smrt i bojali se zivota 

Da ja sad vama kazem kako moje smrtonosno pice 

Lezi 

U mojoj smrtonosnoj ruci 

Andeo se isprsi pred Klausom 

Klaus zanijemi 

Ne dise na trenutak 

Tik pred licem 

U andelov se zlatinkast ten 

Urezuje kozna orma 

Casjace 

Cas popusta 

Ovisno o tome 

Kako voditelj dise 

Klaus otpije kroz slamku 

Tesko gutne 

Opterecen golemim krilima andeo se okrene prema njemu 


Vi ste lijepi volio bih da me privinete k sebi na prsa vi ste lijepi 
gdje bih mogao nabaviti ovakvih zlatnih cestica za tijelo vi 
ste lijepi vi imate smisla za humor znate li kako neodoljivo 
podsjecate na pravog andela volio bih da me privinete k sebi 
na prsa nevjerojatno ste lijepi shvacate li kako ste lijepi kako 
neodoljivo razumijete neodoljivo podsjecate na pravog 
andela svidaju mi se vasa krila znate li da vam dopiru do 
potkoljenica kako su teska gospode kako ste lijepi kako vam 
se tijelo presijava pod zlatnim cesticama hocete li mi reci gdje 
bih mogao nabaviti takvih zlatnih cestica ili mi dopustite 
barem mi dopustite da mi se prilijepe na lice i zatim da ih 
ostavim na ostrom rubu vase orme zaista volio bih da me 
privinete k sebi na prsa 

Cotovo bih tada uminuo od vaseg jaceg opstanka 
Ohoho 

Cospodin se bavi pjesnicima 

Znate li kako 
Neodoljivo podsjecate 
Na pravog 
Andela 

Andelu zatitra osmijeh na polovici usana 
Oci mu postanu tople 
Prijateljske 
Klaus odahne 

Pohadali ste nauk o andelima 

Kod Rilkea osobno 

Da to se vidi 

Obozavao sam ga 

Citao ga svakodnevno vjerujuci 

Da pripada istoj grupi putnika u potrazi za bogom 

I usamljenih poboznjaka 

Naucio sam kod Rilkea osnovu nauka o andelima 

Svaki je andeo strasan 

Izgovori napokon golemi voditelj putovanja 

Tocno tako 

Poznavao sam jednogajos u ono vrijeme 
Celo mu je bilo mlijecnobijelo 
I hladno 
Bio je usamljen 

Kao sto su usamljeni andeli i zivotinje 
Posvecivao sam mu pjesme koje nikad nije procitao 
Zato stojim eto zapanjen pred vasim krilima. 
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RAINER MARIA 

Ja vrlo volim pjesme Rainera Marie Rilkea kaze 

Nitko u svojim preferencama 

Barem sto se poezije tice 

Ne bi smio zaobilaziti 

Rainera Mariu Rilkea 

Klaus je buljio u fotografov profil 

Dok je ovaj govorio 

Prated pogledom cestu 

Posto Klaus i dalje nije bio 

Narodti talent za voznju 

Vrli Rilke 

Nastavlja fotograf 

Kako prolaze 

Od Rima do Firenze 

Njegova se pojava ne moze 

Ograniciti 

Na kakav 

Jednoznacno 

Provediv 

Misaoni sustav 

Na kakvu 

Cvrstu strukturu jezicnih 
Tvorbenih mod 

Sto se voznjom vise priblizavaju Alpama 
Preko Bologne i Verone 
Za Bolzano 

Sve cesce susrecu njemacke vojnike 
Dobro opremljene brojcano jake jedinice 
Dok Klaus pravi biljeske 
Fotografvozed americki automobil govori 

Ali kad bi se moguce prispodobe 

Potrazilo 

One bi se 

Po svoj prilici 

Javile 

U okruzju jedne 
Sredisnje slike 
Slike 

Koja covjeka 
Snima 
Kao smirenu 
I sabranu kulu 

Sto visi kroz sumnu i olujnu noc 

lako je Njemacka vojska dozivjela kolaps 
Gledajud ih po Italiji 
Kroz prozor americkog dzipa 
Jedva da se o kolapsu moze govoriti 


A zatim 
Ta se 

Sredisnja slika 
Raspada 
Na bezbroj 
Svojih detalja 
Koji se 

Poput mogucih zasebnih svjetova 

Otvaraju 

Pogledu 

Upravo njegovim 
Ogranicavajudm 
Vjedama 

Klaus dotle pravi biljeske o njemackoj aroganciji 
Ovako 

Armija jos uvijek djeluje disciplinirano 
Nepobijedena na vojnom polju 
Kako su Nijemci nakon proslog debakla 
Obicavali govoriti 

Te arogancije ne manjka ni ovaj put 
Zadovoljan time 

Klaus sprema biljeznicu i ponovo obrati paznju 
Na fotografov profil 

Kao u malo kojeg pjesnika 
Nasega stoljeca 
U Rilkea je nastanak 
I rast 
Djela 

Moguce pratiti u 

Jasno 

Uocljivoj 

Sukladnosti 

S mijenjanjem postaja 

Na zivotnom putu 02 

Tako misvega 

Naposljetku izusti Klaus 

Vi govorite kao svecenik 

Fotograf se osmjehne neobicno groznicavo 

Na tu primjedbu 

Bila je to lijepa voznja 
Pravo proljetno putovanje 
Vozili su od Rima do Munchena 
Odnosno fotograf 
Posto Klaus nikada nije bio 
Narociti talent za voznju. 

02 Dijelovi o Rilkeu iz: predgovor Arhajskome torzu, R. M. Rilke, 
izabrao i priredio A. Stamac 
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SALON 

Klaus se prisjeca 

Majcinog salona 

Kako su kao djeca rijetko smjeli 

Uci tamo 

Kako se na malom 

Okruglom stolu 

Nalazila plitka zdjela 

Sa starim fotografijama 

Kako je medu tim obiteljskim relikvijama 

Otkrio portret samoga sebe 

Nekadasnjeg sebe 

Kakoje 

Bucmasti mali narcis tada 
Prvi put zadivljeno 
Promatrao svoju sliku 
Nesvjesno 
Klaus 

Sjedeci u istom drmusavom dzipu 

Na svom suvozackom mjestu 

Ispruzi noge zatim jedno koljeno priblizi drugom 

Rastrese stegna 

Pogleda svoje noge 

Izgledaju li tanke 

Pronade svoj profil 

Pod najboljim kutom 

U slucaju da fotograf slucajno okrene glavu 
Od ceste 

Opusti donju vilicu 

Razmislja o svjetlu koje pada 

Da li mu naglasava konture obraza 

Pogledom se vrati na lice vlastite proslosti 

I ostane tamo 

Nadajuci se 

Da 

Takva forma 
Izrazava precizno 
Neodoljivu 
Ceznju 
Za minulim 
Vremenom. 

HLADNOCAI USAMLJENOST 

Zamislite da stojite pred covjekom 
Pomalo u mraku 
Pomalo goli 

Ili barem s tom tendencijom 


Zamislite da stojite pred nekim 
Ne bas sasvim blizu 
Ali ipak 

Dovoljno da vidite 
Da marljivo 
Gledajuci 
Primjecujete 
Detalje 

Sto zbog ostrog kuta svjetlosti 
Sto zbog njegove mirnoce 
Sto zbog vase zelje 
Da ste samo korak blizi 
Postajete svjesni 
Sitnih pora 

Na inace glatkoj savrsenoj kozi 
Brade koja probija 

Obrva koje na krajevima gube smjer 
Nikad prije primijecenog kuta nosa 
Pri samom vrhu 
Prijelaz od vrata na prsa 
Naizgled neprimjetan 
Njezan 

Nikakvih kostiju nikakvih misica 
Nikakve tetive koja se propinje 
Ovdje ste opet vijedini koji patite 
Od prenapetih zivaca 
Sve to postaje pregledno 
Izlozeno 

Samo za vase oci 
I nista vise 

Do drugoga se ne moze 

Zatim zamisljate 

Prisiljeni ste da zamisljate 

Jedan korak naprijed 

Vas 

Ili tudi 

Jedan korak 

Zatim dah 

Kratak tudi kako vas zahvaca po ramenu 
U nepravilnim razmacima 
Vi ne smijete pomaknuti noge 
lako ste neudobno stali 
Na toj blizini 

Grcite palac po golom podu 
Da ne biste koraknuli naprijed 
Ili u stranu 

To bi unistilo krhku ravnotezu 
Situacije 


Rona Zulj 

Jedna ili dvije elegije 


Zatim ruke 
Na vasem struku 
Tude 

Prvo prsti zatim citav dlan 

Zatim vise 

Penju se lopaticama 

Prelaze vam preko leda 

Pomalo vlazne i hladne ruke kao staklo 

I opiru se malim prstom o kicmu 

Dok se pitate 

Disuci sto manje 

Izgleda li milovanje 

Uopce tako 

Zamislite takve ruke 

Vlazne i hladne ruke kao staklo 

Ne zamisljate 
Da zamisljate 
Najezili biste se. 


RAINER MARIA 

U sjecanja misli tonu 
Mog djetinjstva vidim dom 
Cdje u modrome salonu 
Sjedah sa slikovnicom 
Cdje lutke haljinica 
Pruzala mi srecu svu 

Rainera nikad nije 
Naodmet citirati 
Rece majka 

Ne znam 

Obrati se njoj fotograf 
Neobicna i lijepa gospodo 
Kako ste tada zamislili 
Da mi svog sina 
Prezentirate 
U haljini 

Ne znam 

Rece njezna Rilkeova majka 
S kime ste zamislili 
Da upravo razgovarate. 
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UNIFORMA - DAS LIED 

Dobro ti stoji ta uniforma 
lako se na tebi ne vidi tezina 
Vojnickog zivota 

Prsti me ubijaju od kuckanja 

Majcice 

Od kuckanja 

Majcice 

Po vojnoj masini 

Mozda mi lazes 
Mozda me umirujes samo 
Kada kazes 
Kako u Rimu 

Zive sve sami umjetnici zivljenja 
I kako ulicom hodaju 
Kavaliri 

Suvise zafitiljenih brcica i 
Suvise namascene kose 
Mozda umirujes samo 
Majcino plaho srce 
Previse je njene djece 
Razbacano svijetom 

U Rimu 
Majcice 

U Rimu me ubijaju prsti 
Majcice 
Od kuckanja 
Po vojnoj masini 

Mozda me umirujes samo 
Kada govoris o talentu 
Pojedinih slikara 
Kako 

Procjenjujes 
Tko je 
Na vrhuncu 
A tko je posenilio 
I crta same gadarije 

Od umjetnosti 
Majcice 

Od umjetnosti me ubijaju prsti 
I od kuckanja 
Po vojnoj masini 

Kad govoris o replikama 
Jednih istih djecaka 
Kako se vracaju 
U tvoj zivot 
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Jednom stariji 

Sto je covjek preskocio 

1 ti vrijedni divljenja 

Danas mladi 

1 to postaje iskaz 

Manje nadareni 

Ti si los pisac Klaus 

Manje prokleti 

Ne zaustavljas recenicu tamo gdje treba 

Sposobniji za zivot 

To je znak slabosti 

AN isti 

To je znak loseg ukusa 

Oni prvi 

Takoder 

Kad govoris o talentu 

Nedostatak takta 

Mozda me samo umirujes sine 

U ponesto drugom smislu 

Meni je tesko pomoci si 

1 zbog njih 

A da previdim takav propust 

Majcice 

Zao mi je 

1 zbog njih ubijam prste 

Ja sam kci svoga oca 

Kuckanjem 

To smo mi 

Po vojnoj masini 

Djeca genija 

Ja pisem 

Cega se treba bojati jest 

Kao vojnik 

Da ne postanemo razocaranje 

Clanke i pisma 

Ja ti ne mogu oprostiti 

1 ponekad putujem. 

Tvoje preduge recenice 

Ja ti ne mogu oprostiti 

Maniju stvaralastva 

1 STO JOS 

Genija cini sposobnost mimikrije 
Provedbena tvrdoca 

Rien que la terre. 

Trijumf volje nad materijom. 


O LAKOCI 

FIZICKA AKCIJA: OCU 

Bitna je Klaus 

/Klaus sam na sceni. Na sebi nosi kupaci kostim na mornarske 

Lakoca 

pruge. Na glavi mu se zlate loknice. Hoda graciozno, osvrce se 

Kad pises 

preko ramena. Zatim trci, u igri. Osvrce se preko ramena. Mase 

To se vjezba svakodnevno 

rukama kao da pljuska vodom. Osvrce se preko ramena. 

To se vjezba gledanjem 

Umiruje se kao da ocekuje poljubac. Osvrce se preko ramena. 

1 praksom 

/skida kupaci kostim sa sebe, do pola. Brise se rucnikom. Brise 

Jer bez lakoce 

se preko lica. Mrstl se bez grlmase. 1 opet. 1 opet. Osvrce se 

Ne moze se postati veliki pisac 

preko ramena. 

1 odati pocast svojim ocevima. 

/zamotan u rucnik, golog torza, u ruei drzi narancu. Okrece je 
ispred lica, zmireci je njusi, zatim je bacaka po zraku kao 
lopticu. Osvrce se preko ramena. Bacaka narancu po zraku kao 

KLAUS IMA SESTRU 

da je loptica. Njusi narancu. Osvrce se preko ramena. 

/Klaus oblaci bijelu kosulju s mornarskom kragnom. Na glavi 

Opet si okrutna 

mu se zlate loknice. Namjesta se pod povoljno svjetlo, i ne cini 

Opet si okrutna 

vise nista. Ceka. Ceka. 

1 podcjenjujes 

/porazen, Klaus skida skupoejenu periku. Porazen, pocese se po 

Kao da ne znas 

Da je pisanje 

Koje ukljucuje zive ljude 

glavi. Netko svira Za Elizu. 

Ili barem one koji su postojali 

Nista drugo 

LISTOPAD 

No vjezba u taktu 

Jucer zavrseno posljednje poglavlje prekretnice 

Kad postoji cijela povijest 

Danas na vojni pregled 

Postaje vrlo vidljivo 

Htio bih da me prime 
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Htio bih sudjelovati 

Dai ja napokon 

Jednom sudjelujem 

Ljetni dan je dug i tezak 

Imam suvise slobodnog vremena 

Sit sam slobode 

Sit osamljenosti 

Ceznja za zajednistvom 

Zelja da se ukljucim 

Da budem koristan 

Vojni lijecnik nije zadovoljan sa mnom 

Privremeno odbijen 

Knjiga bi trebala izaci najesen 

Danas pismo od vojske 

Novi pregled 

Beskrajno cekanje u redu 

Vrlo detaljni pregledi 

Ponovno odbijen 

Vrlo ozaloscen 

Vrlo obeshrabren 

Knjiga je objavljena 

Mnogoje hvale 

Lijepa pisma blistave kritike 

Usprkos tome sam deprimiran 

Osjecaj izopcenosti 

Recenzije 

Sve vrlo laskave 

Depresija i dalje traje 

Razgovor o velikoj europskoj antologiji izmedu dva rata 

Nisam bas posve zainteresiran 

Tuga 

Uzasna tuga 
Prevladava sve 
Zelja da umrem 

DVADESET PETI LISTOPAD 

Zelja za smrcu 
Nista drugo 

DVADESET SESTI LISTOPAD 

Zelja za smrcu 

Kako dugo covjek to moze podnijeti 

DVADESET SEDMI LISTOPAD 

Zelja za smrcu 
Zelim umrijeti 
Rado bih bio mrtav 


Bilo bi mi drago da vise 
Ne moram zivjeti 
Smrt bi bila mnogo ugodnija 
Zelim umrijeti. 

ANDELOV POVRATAK 

Kao prvo 

Vi mi ne izgledate kao covjek 
Koji je u rat krenuo poginuti 
Uopce mi tako ne izgledate 
Pogibaju vecinom ljudi 
Koji su se krenuli boriti 
Ili koji ne znaju zasto su posli 
Vi ne spadate u tu skupinu 
Barem nigdje ne naglasavate tako 
Jesam li u pravu 
Osim toga 
Rat ste 
I vojsku 

lonako vec prezivjeli 
O cemu mi govorimo 
U pravu ste 

Klaus pogleda u golemog voditelja ekskluzivnog putovanja 
Odjevenog u andela 

No taj se kostim vec pohabao od upotrebe 

Bijela su krila posivjela 

I nagrizena od moljaca 

Te su pri krajevima nespretno potkracena 

Skarama 

Andeo se osvrne na njih 
Zanemarite 
Zub vremena 
Svima se dogada 
Poput psa 

Andeo se strese i s njega 
Poleti prasina 
Klaus kihne 

Jos uvijek nisam odustao od prvotne namjere 
Vi ste ovdje da mi pomognete isplanirati kraj 

Varna na usluzi 

Voditelj putovanja se nakloni 

Duboko 

S krila 

Sa svakog 

Otpadnejos po nekoliko 
Sivih pera 
Na mjestima 

Kraljeznica nadize andelovu kozu 
Klaus nakrivi glavu 
Bradom ka ramenu 
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E da bi odvratio pogled 
Ali prizor mu ne da 

Klaus promatra oronulog voditelja putovanja 

Odjevenog u kostim andela 

Iskosa 

Pogledom vuka 
Cleda 

Kako se pozlata 

Od upotrebe 

S andela ogulila 

I ranjiva posve ljudska put 

Proviruje 

Ispod pazuha 

Pa do trbuha 

Koji se 

Onako kakoje andeo presavijen 
Prosirio na obje strane 
Andeo podigne glavu 
Otvorenih usta 
Disuci 

Cleda u Klausa 
Vama na usluzi 
Ponovi jos jednom 

Klaus pogne glavu 

Kao da se srami 

Rece 

Cannes 

Kako molim 

Cannes ponovi Klaus 

Kako stojite s aranzmanima ondje 

Citao sam 

Cannes se prostire na dvadeset kilometara 
Kvadratnih 

Poznat je po svojim pjescanim plazama 
Koje su vecinom javne 
To je zadovoljavajuce 
Mislim 

Zadovoljavajuce 
Klaus se zagrcne 
Zatim ponovno odvrati glavu 

Da 

Andeo se uspravi 
Ponovno sav u svojoj velicini 
Pa zaokruzi prostorom 
Tvrdio sam 
Da ste covjek 
Koji bi rado 

Nad vlastitim krajem zaplakao 
No 

To ne smeta 

Andeo okrene prljava leda s krilima 


I podigne ramena 
Zgrbi se 

Da upali cigaretu 
Oblak dima iznad glave 
Zatim se osvrne na Klausa 
I mahne sibicom po zraku 
Povuce jednom 
Uopce ne smeta 
Jos jednom 
Smeta li vam 
Andeo podigne obrve 
I cigaretu 

Drzeci je poput olovke 
U zraku 
I drzi je dugo 

Dok poveca nakupina pepela 
Ne otpadne sama 

Zatim lansira cigaretu u luku na pod 
Prema Klausu 
Klaus to vidi 
Perifernim vidom 

I ne skidajuci oci s andeoskog voditelja 
Pokupi 

Sagne seipokupi 
Bacenu cigaretu 
I jos uvijek ne skidajuci pogleda 
Povuce dim 

Zatim ostavi cigaretu da visi 
Objesena o gornju usnicu 

Andeo se osmjehne polovicom usana 

Okrene Klausu leda 

Jos jednom 

Iste veceri 

I odsece do stolice 

Sjedne 

Zavali se 

Dlanove polozi na krilo 
Okrenute prema gore 
Koljena rastavljenih 
Jedno od drugoga 
Gusto i prljavo 
Doima se andeo 
Sjedeci tako 
O naslon stolca 
Klaus primjecuje 
Andeo ledima 
Nemilice gnjeci krila 
Namjesta se 
Savija ih 
Cura laktom 
Ispod 

I oko njega 
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Hrpicaje prasine 

I nagorjelog perja 

Klaus to sve ne moze trpjeti 

Ustanite molim 

Rece Klaus 

Kako molim 

Ustanite 

Ustanite 

Klaus mu pride blize 
Prljavi ste 
Ustanite 

Andeo lijeno 
Pun sebe 
I prazan znacenja 
Ustane 

Pocrnjelim prsima 

Ravno ispred Klausa 

Prljavi ste 

Klaus izvuce rupcic 

U nekoj groznici 

Rupcicem prode nekoliko puta 

Po nekad zlatinkastom voditelju 

Ekskluzivnog putovanja 

Pljune na rupcic 

Brise ga i brise 

Preslaguje rupcic 

Pa dalje 

Dok mu rupcic ne ispadne 
Tada pljuje na ruke 
Na ruke 
I rukama brise 
Prljavstinu s andela 
Pljuje na ruke 
I pljuje na njega 
I andeo sve to trpi 
Isprsen 

Dok Klaus dlanovima riba 
Cotovo u placu 
Pocrnjela prsa 
Zatim sve brze 
Riba i place i pljuje 
Sav je sebe zapljuvao 
I place vec na glas 
Srcuci kad stigne slinu 
Od suza ne vidi vise 
Nista 

I pocne po andelu 
Prvo dlanovima 
Citavim 

Zatim skupljenim u sake 


Udarati po njemu 
Andelu 

Na jedan tren 

Sve se zaustavi 

Soba je tamna 

I zrak je zagusljiv 

Andeo nepomican pred Klausom 

A Klaus jos uvijek s rukama u zraku 

Sada pomirljivo spusti ruke 

Preko cela mu pada pramen kose 

Kao da je tesko fizicki radio 

Rukom obrise usta 

Stoji bez daljnjih htijenja 

Kao mladic 

Pred radoznalim pogledom drugog mladica 

Andeo prinese ruke prsima 
Pocne zatezati 

Olabavljeno remenje koje drzi krila 
Klaus pomisli 
Sad je trenutak 

Kada ce me vlastito srce dotuci 

Ali ne stigne domisliti tu fantaziju do kraja 

Jer vec su oko njegovog trupa 

Andelove mnogo vece ruke 

I stiscu ga 

Uz sebe 

Pa potom u zrak 

Ne bi li ga 

Prevalile na pod 

Klaus padne 

Leda su mu izgrebena 

I ima crvene tragove 

Od susreta koze 

Sa kopcama orme 

Nogom pogodi Klaus u bijesu 

Koljeno andela 

I sve se nada 

Da ce golema masa 

Ponovo pasti na njega 

I tada da se hrvu 

Rukama i nogama da mlati Klaus po njemu 

Koji je svoju Ijepotu 

Svoje velicanstvo 

Tako gresno zapustio 

Zelio bi mu izgrebati lice 

Ali umjesto toga 

Zubima zagrize u jedno krilo 

I trga 

Ustiju punih prasine i perja 
Kao da ce nesto uspjeti 
I cuje 


I 
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Kroz krv 

Koja mu je napunila glavu 

Andela 

Kako se smije 

I jos ga veci bijes obuzme 

Sanja 

Kako ce ga unistiti 
Ali ruke su slabe 
Ramena okrugla 

Koljenima bi mozda mogao umlatiti andela 

Pa ga dohvaca 

Nogom 

Cdje stigne 

Sretan 

Kada kost koljena pljesne o meso 

I raste sav od ushita 

I biva sve jaci 

Nas Klaus 

Sakama bubnja 

Kao da najavljuje 

Novog sebe 

I tek povremeno 

Saku raspusti 

Da dodirne 

Vrscima prstiju 

Tijelo voditelja putovanja 

Odjevenog u andela 

I ostavi to tako 

Par sekundi 

Tiho 

Da se u hrabrosti njegovoj 

Novopronadenoj 

Ne primijeti 

Ta vrsta ljubavi 

Dok andeo 

Mnogo jaci 

Vitla Klausom preko sobe. 


KLAUS 

Uzmimo da Klaus lezi u jednom malom krevetu 

Da se zavukao u njega 

Usprkos canneskom sarmu 

Pjescanih obala 

I tako lezi nepomican 

Te se ne zna 

Je li Klaus bolestan 

Ili je vec dosao kraj 

No 

U svakom slucaju 

To se ne odrazava na njegovo ponasanje 
I na mogucnost odgovaranja na pitanja 


Kada se postave pred njega 

A kako je danas nas bolesnik 

U sobu je usla medicinska sestra 

Preslika onog istog 

Voditelja ekskluzivnog putovanja 

Ali ovoga puta 

Bez koznih ormi 

Ali zato s 

Bolnicarskom kapom 
I jarko crvenim ruzem 
Na tankim usnama 
A kako je danas nas bolesnik 
Pita andeo 

Odjeven u medicinsku sestru 

Daje mu poljubac andeoske brige 

Ravno u celo 

Potapsa ga rukom 

Zatim se sagne 

U uskom kostimu 

Da dohvati svoj koferic 

Vadi bocicu 

Nekakvih pilula 

Za trijumf volje 

Nad materijom 

Odgovorno tvrdim 

Kaze andeo 

Jedino apsolutno sretno vrijeme 
Naseg zivota 

Vrijeme je provedeno u spavanju 

Kolijevka je izgubljeni raj 

Prizivate li i vi svoju 

Nocu u sjecanjima 

Klaus poput djeteta 

Podize obje ruke andelu 

Andeo mu pristupa 

Uzima ga u ruke 

Dize 

Zatim sjeda s Klausom preko koljena 

Prevelikim u andelovom krilu 

I njise ga 

Za uspavanku 

Ako zelite 

Cospodine 

Mozemo vam ponuditi kolijevku 

Njise ga andeo 

Ta kolijevka 

Odnosno vasa 

Sjecate se 

Ima jedra carobne lade 
U njoj se putuje mracnim sumama 
Mirnim vodama 
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Ravno 

U purpurnu dubinu 
Nekog beskrajnog 
Neba 

Klausa oplahuju valovi andeoske dobrote 
I Klaus se pita 
Gdje mu je krevet. 
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Translated from the Croatian 
by Marina Miladinov 


he Sun Laughs, One or Two Elegies, an adaptation of The 
Pianist... we may continue the series... what is it that your 
texts are about, how do they emerge, and - of course - 
how do you choose your subjects? What are you currently 
working on? Why? Where? 

The Sun Laughs, Jani's Celebration (not performed), One or 
Two Elegies (the series ends here)... The Pianist, or rather 
an adaptation of the novel of the same name, can hardly 
be listed among 'my' dramatic texts, since adaptations are the point where 
writing and dramaturgy should be kept apart... at least I am trying to draw a 
clear line there. Dramaturgy and texts produced to be performed, the 
concept of which is eventually in the hands of the director, are a result of 
agreeing about a given concept. Sometimes, as in the case of The Pianist, it 
means sharing your enthusiasm with the rest of the 'logistic tandem', with 
the author and his work. When the text is yours and produced in a more or 
less communicative environment, or at the Academy of Dramatic Art with 
the purpose of completing your final years of study, I prefer dealing with 
things that concern me: personally and in terms of art. That is a sort of 
starting point for reflection. It seems fair not to enter the spheres of 
unknown/alien/popular/exotic, despite the probably exciting new insights 
that I might gain by doing that. 

The Sun Laughs is my answer to the demand or task to write a political 
drama. It deals with politics in art, or rather with micro-policies, about trying 
to belong to them or resist them, and about criticizing the highly estimated 
usefulness of certain modes of behaviour. The title is borrowed from Srecko 
Kosovel's poem Sonce se smeje. Because of its last verse. Jani's Celebration 
was another task - Heracles as an archetype. Within that task, I managed to 
find my own field of interest, which is to reflect upon the attitude towards 
the body in which one tries to deny it. One or Two Elegies is basically an 
attempt of a rather unconnected 'l-do-not-understand-but-l-see' type of 
approach - in hope that seeing things accurately is just as important as 
formulating a question in the right way. 


How do you reflect upon the performing aspects of your texts? What is your 
main interest in that performing sense, what do you find important, and to 
what extent do you like to get involved in the process of working on the 
performance? You are regularly active as a dramaturge as well, so I suppose 
that you're not the kind of writer for whom the end of writing also means 
the end of working on the text? 

Actually, it is quite the contrary. With some plays/texts I have a very precise 
vision of how they might look on stage. In that case, it is better to stay away. 
Other texts are a result of my resistance to that first case. I treat those as 
spoken texts with no hints (or clear diversification) of characters, no scene, 
no fictitious places or fictitious 'everyday logic', and so on. I let the others 
struggle with them. There I also prefer to stay away. Working on a 
dramaturgy, combined with my own text or an adaptation, belongs to a 
different (or rather 'special') category. Such texts are written or assembled 
with the purpose of being staged in perfectly precise circumstances and 
aestheticisms, and when I am present at their staging, my job is the same as 
when we work on other people's texts. 
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If you were to define some aesthetic and political guidelines that you follow 
while writing, what would they be? Would you pick out certain personalities/ 
events from the fields of literature, theatre, political economy, or molecular 
biology that have somehow influenced your work? 

I might easily give some names, but it would be a rather pretentious list if 
written for an interview for Frakcija. Perhaps my decision not to study 
something like biology is what practically influenced my work even more 
than what I might mention. 

Since you studied dramaturgy, you have an opportunity of (re)defining the 
dramaturge's position throughout your life. What does that position mean 
to you and what are your personal interests in working precisely in that 
field? Does it matter at all? 

So far, I've defined my work as a dramaturge from the position of a semiotic 
supervisor, one that explores the way in which certain decisions alter the 
meaning of what's presented. But I no longer do that. I'm fed up. 

Since our space is rather limited, I will not start a discussion on cultural 
policies, but we're all aware of the very strong criticism aimed both at the 
institutions and the independent scene. Where do you see us, the new 
generations of dramaturges and playwrights, and in which context? Is our 
scene inert, although I dislike the word, while we are too polite to do 
something else but hang on the sleeve of the existing initiatives? 

I find it impossible to imagine myself in plural form. I think that everyone 
creates his or her own position, with some coincidence or luck, by struggling 
to retain one's own attitude according to one's desires and personal or 
external possibilities. Perhaps we only need to start thinking beyond the 
acquired paths that lie between the inert spirit of the Academy, the incubator 
spirit of Theatre &TD, and the city spirit of city theatres. 

Your further plans? Even if entirely unrealistic? 

My further plans? I want to finish my thesis in order to finally leave my 
dramaturgy studies behind, once and for all. After that, I would like to work in 
theatre, but not in the field of dramaturgy. Perhaps I will return to it later. Or 
maybe not. Maybe I will start writing without the presence of theatre. 
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Translated from the Croatian by Ivana Ivkovic 


T he play One or Two Elegies was 

broadcast on the Third Program of 
Croatian Radio in 2009 in the program Radio 
atelier, directed by Mislav Brecic. 


CHARACTERS: 

Erika; her brother Klaus, a writer; Klaus's 
mother; the ghost of the father's genius 
among the three; an elite cruise guide 
dressed as an angel; Rainer Maria Rilke in 
clothing appropriate for a photograph; and a 
photographer who is a stranger to them all 
but nevertheless appears. 


(...) 

Klaus enters onstage 
doesn't know what else 
Klaus feels a cold sweat 
And is not sure of what he's 
Getting into 

I'd like to 

With your permission 
Perform a song about make-up 

Do you too love love love make-up I love it I love it that 
luxurious mask make-up make-up make-up it has its allures 
make-up make-up that well obscures. 


A HAPPY TIME 

I claim with full responsibility 
The only absolutely happy time 
Of our life 

Is time spent sleeping 
The cradle a paradise lost 
My own 
I recall at night 

Travel in it through dark forests 
Tranquil waters 

Straight into the purple depths of some endless 
Sky 

Klaus is swept by waves of angel dust 
And he wonders 
Where his bed lays 
Wonders swooning 

And faced with such an astonishing open fragility 
His sister loses her edginess 
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And bows after him 
It's ok 

It's ok Klaus 

My cradle has sails 
Of an enchanted vessel 

It's ok 
Klaus 

With an absent mother 

And in her aforementioned assumed role 

After exhausting her career 

Klaus's sister takes Klaus onto her lap 

Turns her face towards him 

Her face speaks 

Full of worry and passion 

Are you alright 

Her face speaks 

Be alright 

Speaks 

I am your sister 
I am your twin 

Do you remember the summer of twenty seven twenty eight 

You and I an amiable dual being 

Erika has short hair 

Cut straight over the ear 

She wears a shirt and tie 

(Her shirtsleeves rolled up) 

And one men's watch 

Her face towards Klaus has not 

Angled in decades 

Her lips parted 

Just so 

Required for one intake of breath 
Always one and the same 

Her nose raised in the direction of the question she demands 
answered 

And perhaps it is already known 
Klaus 

Settled on her lap 
Leaning back 

Shoulder against her breast 
Not to fall 

Fingers gripping his knee 

Perched over the other 

Perhaps due to the cigarette dangling 

(That cigarette hangs on only thanks to the 

Damp inside of the upper lip) 

His face obscured by a fog 
Were it a photograph 
And not a scene 


Klaus would be completely out of focus 

As if that could mean anything 

To the state of his spirit 

And future 

And so leaning back 

So cruelly stranded on his sister's lap 

And her unexpected gentleness 

Klaus is able to direct towards his observer 

A gaze 

Direct a gaze through him 
As if one of them two 
Is no longer there. 


PIETA 

They are somehow alike as beings 

Completely related 

Klaus and his sister 

As the photographer 01 

Forced the camera 

It is an image 

Pieta. 


THE ANGEL'S STRONGER SURVIVAL 

First of all 

You do not appear to be the kind of man 
To poison himself with drink 
That is first of all 

Actually you do not appear to be a man 

To poison himself at all 

Oh no no 

You are mistaken 

Klaus says 

And orders one more drink 

Huge angel wings gleam towards him 

And then the cruise guide 

Serves him a cocktail 

I do not loathe the notion of suicide 

It was that type of time 

Those circles 

Suicides did away with more of my friends then 
Heinous crime or accidents 
I never researched 

What brought about that horrible fashion 

Must have been a fatal 

Bug 

In the air 


I 

I 


oi Lotte Jacobi 
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An elite cruise guide dressed as an angel 
Casts a severe glance towards Klaus 
Still with a stingy smile 
Utters 

That is not much of a joke Sir 

Oh I apologize 
Ramblings of a literate 
You must forgive me 
Continuing 

But there's always a touch of genetics 

Listen 

C.M. 

Drank acid in her mother's house 
And gargled to dull the mortal anguish 
And on 
Aunt L 

Dead eyes and thinly puckered lips 

Reached for salvation by rope 

AuntO 

Russian 

Painter 

Very talented 

Her life took a wrong turn 

And she jumped out the window 

The daughter of A.S. 

Did it in Austria 
Details escape me 

The eldest son of H. von H. blew a bullet 

Through his head 

My two best friends 

Who had never met 

Loved death and feared life 

Let me tell you how my deadly drink 

Lays 

In my deadly hand 

The angel stretches in front of Klaus 
Klaus is rendered speechless 
Does not breathe for a moment 
Just in front of his face 
The angel's golden flesh 
Cut by the leather harness 
Momentarily stronger 
Momentarily yielding 
Depending on 

How the cruise guide breaths 
Klaus sips through his straw 
Swallows with difficulty 

Burdened with huge wings the angel turns to him 

You are beautiful I'd like to be drawn to your chest you are 
beautiful where can I obtain this golden body glitter you are 


beautiful you have a sense of humor do you know how much 
you resemble a real angel I'd like to be drawn to your chest 
you are incredibly beautiful do you understand how beautiful 
you are how you irresistibly resemble a real angel I like your 
wings do you know they reach your lower leg how heavy are 
they on lord how beautiful you are how your body glimmers 
under the golden particles will you tell me where I can obtain 
this golden glitter or at least allow some to cling to my face 
so I could then leave them on the sharp edge of your harness 
I'd really like to be drawn to your chest 

I could almost be soothed by your stronger survival 

Ohoho 

The gentleman amuses himself with poets 

Do you know how 
Irresistibly you resemble 
A true 
Angel 

On the angel's lips a semi-smile quivers 

His eyes turn warm 

Friendly 

Klaus sighs with relief 
You were taught about angels 
By Rilke himself 
Yes this is apparent 
I adored him 

Read his work daily believing 

He belongs to the same groups of voyagers in search of god 
And the lonely pious 

At Rilke's feet I studied the basis of teaching on angels 

Every angel is terrifying 

The huge cruise guide utters at last 

Exactly 

I knew one even then 
His forehead milky-white 
And cold 
He was lonely 

As angels and animals are lonely 
I dedicated poems to him, poems he never read 
So I stand stunned faced with your wings. 
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RAINER MARIA 

I do appreciate the poetry of Rainer Maria Rilke he says 
No one's preference should 
As far as poetry is concerned 
Eschew 

Rainer Maria Rilke 

Klaus stared at the photographer's profile 
As he spoke 

His eyes following the road 
Since Klaus was still no 
Expert driver 
Virtuous Rilke 

The photographer continues 

As they pass 

From Rome to Florence 

The phenomenon of him 

Cannot be limited 

To some 

Unambiguously 

Enforceable 

System of thought 

To some 

Solid structure of linguistic 
Morphological power 

As the drive brings them closer to the Alps 
Via Bologna and Verona 
Towards Bolzano 

They pass more and more German soldiers 
Well equipped units strong in number 
As Klaus makes notes 

The photographer drives an American car and speaks 

If possible parables 
Were sought 
They would 
As it is 
Appear 

In the vicinity of one 
Central image 
An image 
Of a man 
Recorded 
As a calm 

And composed tower 

Hanging in the night of tumult and tempest 

For even though the German army collapsed 
Watching them throughout Italy 
Through a window of an American Jeep 
One can barely speak of a collapse 


And then 
That 

Central image 
Crumbles 
Into innumerate 
Details of itself 
That 

Like possible distinct worlds 
Open 

To the gaze 
Of precisely his 
Limiting 
Eyelids 

Klaus meanwhile makes notes on German arrogance 
Like this 

The army still appears disciplined 
Unbeaten in the battlefield 
As Germans after the last debacle 
Used to say 

This arrogance is still aplenty 
Satisfied by it 

Klaus puts away the notebook and turns his attention once 
more 

To the photographer's profile 

As for seldom a poet 
Of our century 
Rilke's formation 
And growth 
Of the body of work 
Can be tracked in 
Clear 

Observable 

Harmony 

As changing stations 
On the road of life 02 

Well I'll be 

Klaus finally voices 

You speak like a priest 

The photographer grins an unusually feverish smile 
At the remark 

It was a nice drive 
A real springtime journey 
They drove from Rome to Munich 
Actually the photographer did 

02 Segments on Rilke from the introduction to Arhajskome torzu (Archaic 
Torso of Apollo), R. M. Rilke, selection and translation into the Croatian 
by A. Stamac 
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Since Klaus was never an 
Expert driver. 

SALON 

Klaus remembers 
Mother's salon 

How as children they were rarely allowed to 

Enter there 

How the small 

Round table 

Held a shallow bowl 

Of family photographs 

How among these family relics 

He discovered a portrait of himself 

His former self 

How 

The chubby little narcissus then 

For the first time and with amazement 

Observed his image 

Unknowingly 

Klaus 

Sitting in the same shaky Jeep 
On the passenger side 

Stretches his legs then brings one knee towards the 

Stretches his thighs 

Takes a look at his legs 

Do they appear thin 

Finds his profile 

At a favorable angle 

In case the photographer might turn 

Away from the road 

Relaxes his lower jaw 

Contemplating the falling rays of light 

Whether they emphasize the contour of his cheek 

His gaze returning to the face of his own past 

And stays there 

Hoping 

That 

That form 

Expresses precisely 

An irresistible 

Yearning 

For past 

Time. 


COLD AND LONELINESS 

Imagine standing in front of a man 


Partially in darkness 

Partially nude 

Or with that tendency 

Imagine standing in front of someone 

Not really close 

But still 

Close enough to see 

Industriously 

Observing 

Noticing 

Details 

Due to the sharp angle of the light 

Due to his calm 

Due to your desire 

To be even a step closer 

You become aware 

Of tiny pores 

On otherwise perfect smooth skin 

A beard starting to show 

Eyebrows that lose direction at their corners 

A never before noticed angle of nose 

At the very top 

The transition of neck to breast 
Seemingly indiscernible 
Gentle 

No bone no muscle 

No tense tendon 

Again you are the one suffering 

Taut nerves 

It all becomes discernible 
Exposed 

For your eyes only 
And nothing more 
The other unreachable 

You then think 

You are forced to imagine 

One step towards 

Your 

Or the other's 
One step 
Then breath 

Shallow his upon your shoulder 

At irregular intervals 

You cannot move your feet 

Although your stance is uncomfortable 


Rona Zulj 

One or Two Elegies 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


29 


That close 

Your toe cramping on the bare floor 
So as not to move forward 
Or sideways 

It would upset the delicate balance of the 

Situation 

Then hands 

At your waist 

Foreign 

First fingers then the full palm 
Then more 

Climb to the shoulder blades 

Run across your back 

Slightly damp and cold hands like glass 

The little finger pressed against the spine 

As you ask yourself 

Breathing minutely 

Does caressing even look 

Like this 

Imagine hands like those 
Damp and cold hands like glass 

Don't imagine 
If you did imagine 
You'd shudder. 


RAINER MARIA 

Into memories thoughts wear on 
I see my childhood's home 
Where in the blue salon 
I sat with a picturebook 
A dolls dress 
My only happiness 

Rainer can always be 

Quoted 

Mother said 

I do not know 

The photographer addresses her 
Unusual and beautiful madam 
How it came to you 
To present 
Your son 
In a dress 

I do not know 
Rilke's gentle mother says 
Who you imagine 
You are talking to. 


UNIFORM - DAS LIED 

You wear this uniform well 

Although you do not show the burden of 

Military life 

My fingers hurt from typing 
Mother dear 
From typing 
Mother dear 

On the military's machine 

Perhaps you lie to me 

Perhaps you only pacify me 

When you say 

That in Rome 

Only artists of life live 

That streets are walked by 

Cavaliers 

Their mustaches too waxed to point 
Their hair too greased 
Perhaps you only pacify 
Mother's timid heart 
Too many of her children are 
Scattered about the world 

In Rome 
Mother dear 

In Rome my fingers are killing me 
Mother dear 
From typing 

On the military's machine 

Perhaps you only pacify me 

When you speak of talent 

Of certain painters 

How you 

Assess 

Who is 

On top 

And who is senile 

And draws only abominations 

From art 

Mother dear 

My fingers hurt from art 

And from typing 

On the military's machine 

When you speak of lines spoken 
By the same boys 
As they return 
Into your life 


I 

I 
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Once older 
Worthy of admiration 
Today younger 
Less gifted 
Less damned 
More capable of living 
But the same 
The first ones 

When you speak of being gifted 
Perhaps you only pacify me son 

And for them 
Mother dear 

For them I break my fingers 
By typing 

On the military's machine 
I write 
As a soldier 
Articles and letters 
And sometimes travel. 


AND WHAT MORE 

Rien que la terre. 


What man skips over 

And that becomes a statement 

You're a bad writer Klaus 

You do not end the sentence where it should 

It's a sign of weakness 

It's a sign of bad taste 

Also 

A lack of tack 

In a different sense of the word 
I cannot but help 
To fail to observe that lapse 
I am sorry 

I am my father's daughter 
This is us 

Children of geniuses 
What one must fear is 
Becoming a disappointment 
I cannot forgive you 
Your too-long sentences 
I cannot forgive your 
Mania of creation 

A genius is so in his aptitude of mimicry 
Implementing harshness 
A triumph of will over matter. 


ON LIGHTNESS 


PHYSICAL ACTION: DIRECTED AT THE FATHER 


The importance Klaus is in 

Lightness 

When you write 

It is practiced daily 

It is practiced by watching 

And in practice 

Because without lightness 

One cannot become a great writer 

And pay tribute to one's ancestors. 


KLAUS HAS A SISTER 

Again you are cruel 
Again you are cruel 
And depreciating 
As if you don't know 
That writing 

That embraces living people 

Or at least those who have existed is 

Nothing else 

But an exercise in tact 

When there is a whole history 

It becomes very apparent 


/Klaus alone on stage. Wearing a swimsuit with navy stripes. 
Head covered in golden curls. Walks gracefully, glances over his 
shoulder. Then runs, playful. Clances over his shoulder. Waves 
his arms as if splashing water. Clances over his shoulder. 
Becomes still as if expecting a kiss. Clances over his shoulder, 
/takes off the swimsuit, half-way. Wipes off with a towel. Wipes 
his face. Frowns with no grimace. And again. And again. 

Clances over his shoulder. 

/wrapped in the towel, torso naked, one hand holding an 
orange. Turns it before his face, smells it with eyes closed, then 
starts tossing it like a ball. Clances over his shoulder. Tosses the 
orange like a ball. Smells the orange. Clances over his shoulder. 
/Klaus dresses into a white shirt with a sailor collar. Head 
covered in golden curls. Settles under a favorable light, and 
does nothing else. Waits. Waits. 

/defeated, Klaus takes off the expensive wig. Defeated, he 
scratches his head. Someone is playing Fur Elise. 


OCTOBER 

Yesterday the last chapter of the turning-point finished 
Today the military physical 
I'd like to be accepted 


Rona Zulj 

One or Two Elegies 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


I'd like to take part 
For once to also 
Take part 

The summer day is long and difficult 
I have too much free time 
I am fed up with freedom 
Fed up with loneliness 
I long for community 
I desire to take part 
To be useful 

The military doctor is dissatisfied with me 

Temporarily rejected 

The book should come out in the fall 

Today a letter from the army 

A new exam 

Endless queuing 

Very detailed physical 

Rejected again 

Very distressed 

Very discouraged 

The book is published 

Lots of praise 

Nice letters raving reviews 

In spite of it I am depressed 

A feeling of exclusion 

Reviews 

All very flattering 
depression still persists 

Talk of a big European anthology between the two 

I am not very interested 

Sadness 

Devastating sadness 
All-consuming 
A desire to die 

TWENTY-FIFTH OCTOBER 

A desire to die 
Nothing else 

TWENTY-SIXTH OCTOBER 

A desire to die 

Flow long can one bear this 

TWENTY-SEVENTH OCTOBER 

A desire to die 
I want to die 
I'd gladly be dead 


I'd take pleasure in 
Not having to live 
Death would be more pleasant 
I want to die. 


ANGEL'S RETURN 

First of all 

You do not look like a man 
That is headed to war to die 
You do not look like that at all 
Those who die are mostly men 
Who went to fight 

Or who do not know why they went at all 

You do not belong to that group 

At least you do not advertise it 

Am I right 

Besides 

War 

And the military 
You have already survived 
What are we saying 
You are right 

Klaus looks at the huge elite cruise guide 

Dressed as an angel 

But the costume is already worn 

White wings gray 

And eaten away by moths 

Their tips awkwardly trimmed 

With scissors 

The angel glances at them 
Ignore 

The tooth of time 
It happens to us all 
Like a dog 

The angel shakes off and from him 
Dust flies 
Klaus sneezes 

I have still not given up my first intention 
You are here to help me plan the end 

At your service 

The cruise guide bows 

Deeply 

From the wings 
From both 
A few 

Cray feathers fall off 
In places 

The spine raises the angel's skin 
Klaus tilts his head 
Chin to shoulder 


32 


Rona Zulj 

One or Two Elegies 


Frakcija #56/57 

Dramsko pismo oo 


To turn away his gaze from it 

But the scene is relentless 

Klaus looks at the dilapidated cruise guide 

Dressed as an angel 

From aside 

Eyes of a wolf 

Watches 

As the gilding 

From use 

Peels off the angel 

And a vulnerable very human flesh 

Peeks through 

Under the armpits 

To the stomach 

That 

As the angel is bowed over 
Spreads to both sides 
The angel raises his head 
Mouth open 
Breathing 
Looks at Klaus 
At your service 
Fie repeats again 

Klaus bows his head 
As ashamed 
And says 
Cannes 

Beg your pardon 
Cannes Klaus repeats 
Any holiday offers there 
I read 

Cannes stretches for twenty kilometers 
Square 

It is known for its sandy beaches 

Mostly public 

That is satisfactory 

I believe 

Satisfactory 

Klaus chokes up 

Then again turns his head away 
Yes 

The angel stands straight 
Again in his full size 
Then circles the space 
I claimed 

That you are a man 
Who would gladly 
Weep over his own end 
But 

That doesn't matter 

The angel turns his dirty back with wings 


And raises his shoulders 

Slouches down 

To light a cigarette 

A cloud of smoke over his head 

Then turns to Klaus 

And waves the match through the air 

Draws once 

Does not bother me at all 

Once again 

Does it bother you 

The angel raises his eyebrows 

And the cigarette 

FHolding it like a pencil 

In the air 

FHolding it long 

Until a larger amount of ash accumulates 
And drops off on its own 

Then launches the cigarette in an arc towards the floor 
Towards Klaus 
Klaus sees this 
Peripherally 

Not taking his eyes off the angelic guide 
Fie picks it up 

Bows down and picks it up 
The tossed cigarette 
Still not taking his eyes off 
Draws a puff 

Then leaves the cigarette hanging 
Dangling off the top lip 

On the angel's lips a semi-smile 

Fie turns his back on Klaus 

Once again 

In the same night 

And walks to the chair 

Sits down 

Leans back 

Palms on lap 

Facing up 

Knees apart 

From each other 

Dense and dirty 

The angel appears 

Leaning like this 

On the back of the chair 

Klaus notices 

With his back the angel 

Ruthlessly crushes the wings 

Settles in 

Bends them 

Pushes with his elbow 

Under 

And around him 
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A small pile of dust 
And burnt feathers 
Klaus cannot take it all 
Stand up please 
Klaus says 

Beg your pardon 

Stand up 
Stand up 

Klaus approaches him 
You are filthy 
Stand up 

The angel lazily 
Full of himself 
And evacuated of meaning 
Stands up 

With blackened chest 
Directly facing Klaus 
You are filthy 

Klaus takes out a handkerchief 
In a kind of fever 

He passes the handkerchief several times 

Over the formerly golden guide 

Of an exclusive holiday 

He spits on the handkerchief 

Wipes and wipes him 

Rearranges the handkerchief 

And on 

Until he drops the handkerchief 
Then he spits on his palms 
His palms 

And wipes with his hands 
The filth off the angel 
Spits on his palms 
And spits on him 
And the angel takes it all 
Chest out 

While Klaus rubs with his hands 

Almost crying 

Blackened chest 

Then faster and faster 

Rubs and cries and spits 

Spit all over himself 

Cries out loud by now 

Lapping up the spit when he can 

Not able to see from the tears anymore 

Nothing 

And starts on the angel 

Palms first 

Whole 

Than gathered into fists 


Hitting on him 
The angel 

For one moment 

All stops 

The room is dark 

And the air stifling 

The angel immobile in front of Klaus 

And Klaus still with his hands up 

Now reconcilably lowering his hands 

A lock of hair falls across his forehead 

As if after strenuous labor 

Wipes his mouth with his hand 

Stand with no further desire 

As a youth 

Faced with the curious gaze of another youth 

The angel brings his hands to his chest 
Starts to tighten 

The loose harness carrying the wings 

Klaus thinks 

This is the moment 

When my own heart gives out 

But has no time to think this fantasy through 

Because his torso is enveloped 

By the angel's much larger hands 

Pressing him 

To him 

Then into the air 
To 

Throw him down 

Klaus falls 

His back ripped 

Red traces on skin 

Where skin meets 

The harness's buckles 

In rage Klaus hits with his foot 

The angel's knee 

Hoping 

That the large mass 
Will again fall on him 
And they wrestle 

With hands and feet Klaus keeps hitting on the one 

Who has his beauty 

His majesty 

So sinfully neglected 

He'd like to claw his face 

But instead 

His teeth bite into one wing 
And tears 

Mouth full of feathers and dust 
As if this can succeed 
And he hears 
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Through the blood 
Filling his head 
The angel 
Laughing 

And an even larger fury overcomes him 
He dreams 

How he will destroy him 
But hands are weak 
Shoulders round 

With his knee maybe he could bludgeon the angel 

So he hits him 

With his leg 

Wherever it lands 

Happy 

When the bone of the knee slaps the flesh 

Crowing in rapture 

Becoming stronger 

Our Klaus 

Drumming his fists 

As if announcing 

A new him 

Only once in a while 

He lowers his fist 

To touch 

With the tips of his fingers 

The body of the cruise guide 

Dressed as an angel 

Leaving them 

For a couple of seconds 

Quietly 

That in his courage 
Newly discovered 
That kind of love 
Does not reveal itself 
While the angel 
Significantly stronger 
Twirls Klaus across the room. 


KLAUS 

Let us say Klaus is lying in a small bed 

That he has crawled into it 

Despite the charm of Cannes 

Of sandy beaches 

And he lies there immobile 

And it is not known 

Whether Klaus is ill 

Or his end has come 

But 

In any case 

This does not reflect on his behavior 
And possibility to answer questions 


He is presented with 

And how is our patient today 

A nurse enters the room 
A copy of the same 
Exclusive travel guide 
But this time 

Without the leather harness 

But with a 

Nurse's cap 

And bright red lipstick 

On thin lips 

And how is our patient today 

Asks the angel 

Dressed as a nurse 

And gives him a kiss of angelic care 

Straight on the forehead 

Taps him with her hand 

Then leans 

In her tight uniform 

To reach for her case 

Out comes a bottle 

Of some kind of pills 

For the triumph of will 

Over matter 

I claim with full responsibility 
The angel says 

The only absolutely happy time 
Of our life 

Is time spent sleeping 
The cradle a paradise lost 
Do you invoke your own 
At night as memory 
Klaus as a child 
Raises both arms to the angel 
The angel approaches him 
Takes him in her arms 
Lifts 

Then sits with Klaus over her knee 

Too big in the angel's lap 

And rocks him 

In a lullaby 

If you so desire 

Sir 

We can offer you a cradle 
Rocked by an angel 
This cradle 
That is your own 
Remember 

It has the sails of an enchanted vessel 
In it one travels through dark forests 
Tranquil waters 
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Straight 

Into the purple depths 
Of some endless 
Sky 

Klaus is bathed by waves of angelic goodness 
And Klaus asks 
Where is his bed. 
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O tvojem komadu J.A.T.O. cula sam prvi put unutar 
jednog vrlo pozitivnog osvrta koji se odnosio na 
njegovo postavljanje u reziji Helene Petkovic. Reci 
mi malo vise o tom komadu, o toj suradnji, 
opcenito o iskustvima suradnje na polju kazalista 
kad je postavljanje tvojih komada u pitanju. 

Mozda manje o iskustvima, vise o stavovima, 

_ zakljuccima... 

J.A.T.O. je zapravo prvi komad na cijem sam postavljanju odlucila osobno raditi 
i zato mi je bitan. Nisam tip autora koji smatra svoj posao gotovim u trenutku 
kad dovrsi tekst. Ja se bavim izvedbenim umjetnostima, te su pisanje i 
izvedba za mene gotovo sinonimi, a jedino po cemu se razlikuju jest modus 
provedbe ideje. Bez obzira da li se radi o pisanju, okupaciji izvedbenog 
prostora, dramaturskom radu, radu na koreografiji ili na radiju, radu sa 
zvukom, jedino sto je stvarno bitno jest naci optimalan nacin kako taj modus 
iskomunicirati s okolinom. Dijalog je za mene kljucan faktor. J.A.T.O. sam 
napisala kao odgovor na vlastito pitanje o tome kakve posljedice (i u javnoj i 
privatnoj sferi) malodusnost nosi sa sobom, a i na sceni i na radiju sam 
suradivala sa svojom redateljicom Helenom, koju vec mogu nazvati stalnom 
suradnicom. Mi se dobro razumijemo i ja u radu s njom ponovno utvrdujem 
sto je meni, a zatim i nama zajedno stvarno relevantno, i nerijetko se dogada 
da prije izvedbe dopisujem stvari jer mi ona kaze da je ono sto joj 
objasnjavam drugacije od onoga sto trenutacno pise u tekstu. Ne podnosim 
autokraciju i egoizam, pogotovo ne u kazalistu. 

Pamtim te kao jednu od aktivnijih osoba s Akademije dramske umjetnosti. 
Aktivnijih znaci manje inertnih od vecine. Znam da ne volis rijec inertno. Gdje 
si u odnosu na akademsku intertnost/aktivnost danas, s friskom proslosti 
dramaturskog treninga? Koliko te ta skola pripremila za stvari kojima se 
bavis danas, a koliko te na drugaciji nacin odredila prema njima? 

Prijatelj mi je jednom rekao: ako te ne frustrira umjetnicka skola na kojoj 
studiras, onda tek imas razlog za brigu. I to je istina. ADU je jedina institucija 
koja nudi program dramaturgije u RH i da moram opet birati, pretpostavljam 
da bih upisala isto. Ali kao i sve (umjetnicke) skole, ona pokazuje samo neke 
putove kojima mozes id, medutim ne moze ti pokazati kako ces se po njima 
kretati. 

U idealnim okolnostima, svijetu bez stanarina i lobiranja za pozicije, dakle 
bez otpora svijeta i bez kompromisa s tvoje strane, gdje se vidis? Sto radis? S 
kim suradujes? Radis li uopce? 

Situacija u nasoj kulturi je identicna situaciji u politici, ekonomiji, robnoj kuci u 
kojoj radi moja mama, etc. Sistem je korumpiran i sluzi za samopromociju i 
zaradu pojedinaca. Plus, u Hrvatskoj se sacica i pol ljudi bavi kulturom, svi se 
poznaju, svi su si jako bitni, i u takvoj napetoj situaciji ponekad je tesko disati. 
Ja u opisu ovog posla, izmedu ostalog, vidim i probijanje struktura u kojima se 
nalazimo, zato jer svi prije ili kasnije na vlastitoj kozi osjetimo da su neke 
strukture cesto zatvorene. No, to se ne postize kritiziranjem, vec radom. Ako 
nesto mrzim, to je onda blazena umjetnicka samodostatnost. Umjetnost jest 
rad, a kad vise ne osjecam izazov u onome sto radim, spakiram se i kazem 
dovidenja. Nemam viska vremena. Da mogu raditi sto zelim, radila bih isto 
ono sto radim sada, samo bi proces produkcije isao brze jer ne bi bila 
opterecena stanarinom i racunima. U pricu o lobiranju necu ulaziti. Zavuci se 
nekome u krilo je vrlo jednostavno. Status quo. Reci nekome da ne razmisljas 
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isto kao i on je vec malo teze. No, nisam ogorcena. Zapravo sam jako dobre 
volje. 

Kao dramaturg dramaturgu: sto jedan komad cini relevantnim? 

Rizik. Nekomfornost. Iskrenost. Nepretencioznost. Otvorenost. 
Determiniranost. Samokriticnost. Anomalija. Mislim da je to to. Kazaliste je 
tektonski poremecaj. Ista manje od toga nije vrijedno ni truda ni vremena. 

Isto pitanje, ali iz pozicije dramskog pisca. Na koji nacin odabires teme? Na 
koji se nacin odredujes prema njima? Na koji te nacin odabir tema odreduje 
unutar scene (ne mislim na daske)? 

Teme kojima se bavim moraju se ticati mene, ali ne smiju biti privatne. 
Trenutak kada sam zadovoljna s tekstom jest onaj u kojem on rusi moje 
osobne barijere i ogranicenja, a svima drugima u najmanju ruku prezentira 
odredenu problematiku. Tekstovi koje napisem s lakocom vjerojatno su 
smece. Tekstovi koje mi je tesko pisati i zbog kojih moram tjedan dana npr. 
kopati po leksikonu politicke ekonomije mozda ce vrijediti nesto. Za mene je 
pisanje ucenje, informiranje i osvjestavanje, i ako uspijem napisati tekst kroz 
koji sam nesto naucila, onda taj tekst imam potrebu (i pravo) i podijeliti s 
publikom. Nisam skriboman i mrzim hiperprodukciju, zato dva puta razmislim 
o svakoj recenici koju napisem. Dobar dio svog skolovanja sam provela 
citajuci knjige i slusajuci predavanja o tome sto je to politicko kazaliste, 
politika u umjetnosti... no sve to ne znaci puno do trenutka kad sami ne 
osvijestite sto je to sto zapravo proizvodite i plasirate u drustvo. 

Planovi. Petoljetka. Stanarine. Lobiranja. Kazalisni krugovi. Pisanje. 
Zapocinjanja. Odustajanja. Zivot. 

Upravo sam zavrsila novi ("ekonomski") tekst, jedva cekam da ga cujem na 
sceni. Zatim radim na plesnoj produkciji, jer lingvistika i kineziologija jako 
dobro idu zajedno. Nakon toga pisem jednu adaptaciju koja zapravo nije 
adaptacija jer ne volim i ne zelim pisati adaptacije. Na kompjuter sam si 
instalirala jos jedan program za oblikovanje zvuka, pa se i tim bavim kad 
stignem, iako se glas kritike unutar kruga mojih najblizih i najliberalnijih 
prijatelja ostro protivi mojem daljnjem glazbenom djelovanju. 
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T ekst J.A.T.O. 2010. godine objavljen je na 
Trecem programu Hrvatskog radija, u 
emisiji Radio atelje, u reziji Helene Petkovic, u 
cijojje reziji iste godine izveden i na 
Kazalisnoj reviji Akademije dramske 
umjetnosti u Zagrebu. 2009. godine 
predstavljen je na festivalu Mala nocna 
citanja u Teatru &TD, takoder u reziji Helene 
Petkovic, a iste je godine autorica s tekstom 
sudjelovala na World Interplayu i platformi 
Tease u Australiji te ga je predstavila na 
Singapore Writers Meetup programu. 


lica: 

J.A.T.O. 

BJORN 

HELENNA 

korska formacija s 5 do 9 izvodaca 
(ne racunajuci Bjorna i Helennu) 

sivi oRAO 
JULIJA 
KONOBAR 
DEBELI 

I jos nekoliko njih. Ovisno o situaciji. 


(...) 

Slusajte me sada dobro! Sletio je u zracnu luku prije 6 minuta, 
dakle sluzbeno vrijeme, petak tocno u 14b i 54 min. Imamo jos 
sat vremena cekanja dok se iskrca s aviona, pozdravi s 
ministrima obrane i gospodarstva, popravi kravatu... 

— I klekne. 

— Klekne i poljubi zemlju. 

— Poljubi zemlju po kojoj hoda. 

— Poljubi zemlju hrvatsku! 

sivi orao: On to nece uciniti. To rade samo vrhovni crkveni 
djelatnici iz Vatikana i haski optuzenici na privremenom 
dopustu. On to sigurno nece uciniti. Na kraju krajeva, 
zasto i bi? 

— Poljubiti zemlju po kojoj hoda... 

— Ona nista nije kriva... 

— Ona nista nije kriva... pjevali su brkati pjevaci u politicki 

turbulentnim vremenima. 

— Vremena su prosla. 

— Pjesme zaboravljene. 

— Pjevaci pocinili suicid. 

— Neki uspjesno. 

— Neki ne. 

Slusajte me sad dobro! Sletio je u zracnu luku prije 7 minuta, 
dakle sluzbeno vrijeme, u petak tocno u 14b / 54 min. Imamo jos 
sat vremena cekanja dok se iskrca s aviona, pozdravi s 
ministrima obrane i gospodarstva, popravi kravatu... 

— Kad je Tito umro, vozili su ga vlakom. 

— Vozili su ga vlakom od Ljubljane do Beograda. 

— Od Ljubljane do Beograda svi vlakovi su kasnili. 

— Zeljeznicki radnici radili su dulje no inace. 

— Placeni su jednako kao i prije. 

— No, nikom nije smetalo. 

— Ili mozda je, pa su zato plakali taj dan. 

— Cijeli taj dan i jos tjedne i mjesece kasnije. 

— Pa onda jos i godinama kasnije. 
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— Zbog place ili zbog Tita, ili zbog nekih ljudi koji su dosli ili 

otisli nakon njega. 

— Nitko vise nije siguran zbog cega. 

— Ali placu, placu jos i danas. 

sivi orao: Danas nitko nije umro i danas nitko nece umrijeti, 
a ako i hoce, nece biti nitko vazan, nitko o kome bi 
danasnja djeca mogla za trideset godina voditi 
spekulativni razgovor, poput ovog vaseg koji ne moze 
biti nista drugo no spekulativan jer ste tada, jer ste tada, 
jer ste tada bili djeca... 

— Djeca. 

— U embrionalnoj fazi razvoja. 

— Potezali majku za pupcanu vrpcu. 

— Ritali se neugodno po maternici. 

— Zahtijevali dorucak, rucak, zvecku i porod. 

— Ne dobili nista od toga. 

— Jer je majka cekala oca. 

— A otac je cekao vlak. 

— A vlak je kasnio satima. 

sivi orao: Istina. Zeljeznicki radnici taj dan zaista nisu imali 
srece. Komunisticki voda se nije potrudio odapeti u 
prigodnoj federalnoj jedinici, pa se na dan transporta 
njegovog ukrucenog tijela iz federalne jedinice br. n u 
federalnu jedinicu broj 3, horda zeljeznickih radnika 
krvavo oznojila pokusavajuci uspjesno preorganizirati 
citav jebeni vozni red kako odapeli generalni sekretar 
slucajno ne bi zakasnio na vlastiti pogreb. 

— Da, svi ostali vlakovi su kasnili. 

— Mislite da ce danas avioni kasniti? 

— Ne vjerujem. 

— Mislite da su preorganizirali red letova? 

— Morali bi. 

— S 4000 metara piste i preko 50 dnevnih letova. 

— Racunica je jednostavna. 

— Ali praksa bas i nije. 

— Ne izmisljajte, mogao je odapeti i negdje dalje. 

— Sto bi tek onda bilo? 

sivi orao: Mogao je odapeti u Kini ili na Tenerifima. Sto bi 
tek onda bilo! Ne znam da li su preorganizirali red 
letova! Treba nekoga pitati. 

— Tito nikad nije bio na Tenerifima. 

— Tito je sigurno bio na Tenerifima. 

— Tenerife, Lanzarote, Fuerteventura, La Palma, La Comera, 

El Hierro. 

— Obisao ih je sve! 

— I to vise puta! 

— Na La Palmi je imao stan, u El Hierru ljubavnicu, a na 

Comeri vulkan nazvan po njemu. 

Slusajte me sad dobro! Sletio je u zracnu luku prije 9 minuta, 
dakle sluzbeno vrijeme, u petak tocno u i4h i 54 min. Imamo jos 
sat vremena cekanja dok se iskrca s aviona, pozdravi s 
ministrima obrane i gospodarstva, popravi kravatu i ukrca u 


ono pretenciozno General Motors smece od automobila koje 
necemo sada imenovati. 

— Buick, Chevrolet? 

— Hummer, Pontiac? 

— Opel, Saab? 

sivi orao: Ono neimenovano General Motors smece od 
automobila (a koje NIJE Buick, Chevrolet, Hummer, 
Pontiac, Opel niti Saab) trebalo je biti praceno nizom 
luksuznih tamnoplavih njemackih BMW-a koji ce se 
kasnije razdvojiti na dvije zasebne linije, od kojih ce se 
jedna ponosno provozati sredistem grada, a druga, 
vaznija, na koju je dragocjeni teret zapravo i natovaren 
neprimjetno ce smugnuti ravno do glamuroznog hotela. 

Mi cekamo dakle kolonu B. 

sivi orao: Naravno da cekamo kolonu B. Drugim rijecima, 
onu nebitnu. 

— Nije nebitna. 

— Ako malo razmislis. 

— Jako je bitna. 

Kolona B ce se provozati duzom putanjom, biti namjerno javno 
primijecena i na ciljano odrediste doci tocno sat vremena 
poslije kolone A. 

— Kolona B ce se provozati duzom putanjom. 

— Biti namjerno javno primijecena. 

— Na ciljano odrediste doci tocno sat vremena nakon kolone 

A. 

sivi orao: To su nam ponovili vec nekoliko desetaka puta, no 
bez obzira na to, velika vecina prisutnih jos uvijek 
izgleda zaintrigirano doticnim mudrim planom 
drzavno-zastitarskih djelatnika. Izgledaju ponosno jer 
su za razliku od standardnih estetsko impotentnih krem 
odijela dobili specijalna crna, sofisticirana i elegantna, a 
umjesto standardnih pistolja nabrijane dugocijevne 
poluautomatike koje bi mozda u nekoj drugoj situaciji 
njihovi testosteronski porivi voljeli isprazniti na prvoj 
slobodnoj hodajucoj meti. 

Ima li jos kakvih pitanja? 

— Nema. 

— Nema. 

— Nema. 

sivi orao: Nema. Placaje pristojna. Zadatak umjerenog 
rizika. Cigaret-pauze tijekom dana gotovo 
nepodnosljivo duge. Sve sto trebamo jest glumiti da 
cuvamo nesto sto ionako nije tamo. U tajnosti sam se 
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odsuljao u wc i popio jos dvije tablete za smirenje, iako 
mi je bilo jasno da ako prve dvije nisu djelovale, tesko da 
ce i ove. 

Jos jednom vas podsjecam, pustite prvo sve policijske 
automobile da se izvezu, a zatim se odvezite za svojom 
grupom. 

sivi orao: Cinjenica da nisu djelovale, da sam ih pio iz krivih 
pobuda i u krivom doziranju dodatno me 
oneraspolozila, pa sam pokusao vratiti elan 
razmisljanjem da cu za malo vise od 3 sata biti doma, 
sam, u premalom i prevrucem stanu u kojem vecera nije 
skuhana, niti ce biti jer je hladnjak vec nekoliko dana, iz 
vise razlicitih razloga, potpuno prazan, a da u ostavi vise 
ne ostavljam nista jer je najezda kuhinjskih moljaca koji 
su razvili otpornost na zestoke insekticide prevrsila 
svaku mjeru. 

— Idemo. 

— Idemo. 

— Idemo. 

TRECA 

helenna: Voljela sam putovati dok sam bila mlada. Prosla 
sam Spanjolsku, Francusku, Italiju, Njemacku, Ukrajinu, 
Bugarsku. Vidjela Iran, Irak, Libiju i Jemen. Nista mi nije 
bilo nedostupno. Skijala sam na vrhu Kavkaza. 
bjorn: Suncala se na obali norveskih fjordova. 
helenna: Orgijala u Vatikanu. 
bjorn: Ronila je na dah po Volgi. 
helenna: Tamo sam ga i upoznala. 
bjorn: Prije 8 godina. 
helenna: Rekaoje... 
bjorn: Idem u Tabriz. 

helenna: Tabriz, Kirkuk, Malaga, Bremerhaven i Novi Sad. 

bjorn: Prosle godine bili smo u Ceceniji. 

helenna: Bili smo u Ceceniji, Ankari, Reykjaviku i Casablanci. 

No nije mi se svidjelo. 
bjorn: Nije joj se svidjelo. 

helenna: U Ceceniji su nepismeni, u Ankari zli, a Casablanca 
je prljava. 

bjorn: Njoj se vec dugo vremena nista ne svida. 
helenna: U Reykaviku je hladno i nitko nema smisla za 
humor. Napila sam se tamo jedne veceri. 
bjorn: Ona se uvijek napije jedne veceri. 
helenna: Napila sam se tamo jedne veceri. U prvom mjesecu 
trudnoce. I napisala sprejem u boji na zid jedne zgrade - 
Jo mrzim Reykjavik!!! Cak sam naucila kako se to pise na 
islandskom. 

bjorn: Islandski sam jeja naucio. 


helenna: Eg hatur Reykjavik!!! Eg hatur Reykjavik u krvavo- 
crvenoj nijansi na procelju ogromne moderne 
trokatnice. Zavrsila sam na policiji. Naravno. 

bjorn: Opet je zajebala. Naravno. 

helenna: U Reykjaviku nitko nema smisla za humor. Nazvala 
sam NJECA na telefon da mu ispricam sto se dogodilo. 
Bio je ljut i rekao da... 

bjorn: Svojim nekontroliranim pijanim ispadima ugrozavas 
sve sto sam dosad napravio! 

helenna: I da mu to vec stvarno ide na kurac. U Reykjaviku 
sam napravila pobacaj. Nazvala sam NJECA na telefon 
da mu ispricam sto se dogodilo. Rekaoje indiferentnim 
tonom da... 

bjorn: Tako je mozda i bolje! 

helenna: U Reykjaviku nitko nema smisla za humor. Mislim 
da je i moj tamo umro. Od tada se povlacimo po 
zemljama Jugoslavije. Ima ih mnogo. Mi smo bili u onoj 
koja ima obalu. U zemljama Jugoslavije svi su jako 
humoristicni. Sjede usred dana na klupama po glavnim 
trgovima, puse domaci duhan i lizu domacu rakiju i 
sprejevima u boji po modernim trokatnicama ispisuju 
svoja humoristicna razmisljanja i reminiscencije. 
Primijetila sam nacin na koji se njihova vizija modernih 
trokatnica bitno razlikuje od one u Reykjaviku. No, nema 
veze. Bez obzira na to, oni i dalje ispisuju. Cijeli dan. 
Ispisuju po zidovima svoje analiticke eseje i radio- 
drame. Crtaju aktove i mrtvu prirodu. Policija mirno stoji 
pored njih, drzi im kantu s bojom i sugerira sto bi mozda 
bilo bolje ili gdje su napravili gramaticku gresku, a nakon 
toga svi zajedno sjednu u neki zdravljak na kriglu pive i 
veliku porciju cevapa s lukom te smisljaju viceve o 
pederima i invalidima. U zemljama Jugoslavije svi su 
jako humoristicni. Cak sam se i ja na trenutak 
oraspolozila. Cak sam ponovno s NJIM zatrudnjela, iako 
su mi u Reykjaviku tvrdili da mlade djevojke koje 
naprave abortus prve trudnoce mogu ostati trajno 
neplodne. Ali ne i ja, jel cujete. Ne i ja! Ja zatrudnim dok 
kazete keks! Odlucila sam to proslaviti. Odlucila sam 
jedne nod nakon litre domace rakije i nekoliko porcija 
sis-cevapa napisati na jednu zidanu ogradu Ja volim 
Hrvatsku. Naucila sam kako se to pise na hrvatskom. Ja 
volim Hrvatsku . No onda je dosla skupina lokalnih 
liberala i ateista, nazvala me prokletom 
nacionalistickom kurvom i prebila na mrtvo ime. 
Covorila sam im da nisam nacionalisticka kurva i da 
zapravo uopce nisam odavde i da sam trudna i to 
usprkos pesimisticnoj prognozi islandskih ginekologa. 

No oni me nisu slusali. Samo su ostrugali moju zgrusanu 
krv i mrtvi fetus sa svojih liberalno-ateistickih Diesel 
hlaca i Benetton majici i otisli dalje, potvrdujuci moju 
tezu da su u zemljama Jugoslavije svi jako humoristicni. 
Mislila sam nazvati NJEGA i ispricati mu ovaj smijesni, 
smijesni vie, ali bilo je vec kasno, i znala sam da se mora 
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odmoriti, jer... 

bjorn: Sutra sviramo! 

helenna: I znala sam da je... 

bjorn: Ovako mozda i bolje! 

helenna: Voljela sam putovati dok sam bila mlada. A sada 
vise nisam sigurna koliko imam godina. 

CETVRTA 

juujA: U picku materinu, u picku milu materinu, opet kasnim, 
opet kasnim, opet kasnim, opet sam krenula prekasno, 
krenula sam prekasno iz razloga sto ja uvijek krenem 
prekasno, ne toliko zbog toga sto krenem poslije onog 
vremena za kojeg sam trebala krenuti koliko zbog toga 
sto ne racunam na jebene izvanredne situacije poput 
one usrane prometne nesrece koja se dogodila na 
krizanju ulice te i te i ulice te i te u kojoj je poginulo ono 
dvoje ljudi, ona i on ili on i ona, pa zatim na tramvaje 
koji ne mogu danas voziti jer je cijeli grad iz tog i tog 
jebenog razloga zablokiran, pa onda na bankomat 
privredne postanske narodne banke pokraj kojeg sam 
prosla ali zaboravila s njega podici novce, iste one koje 
moram imati u novcaniku osim ako ne zelim biti 
prisiljena prije izlaska iz auta popusiti prastari 
deformirano-dlakavi kurac taksistu, jer kakve sam srece 
danas taj kurac moze biti jedino takav, ne, ne, ne, ne, na 
sve to ja ne racunam i bas zato se cini da sam krenula 
prekasno, i bas zato sam bila iznenadena kada sam 
dosla prerano kao da bas u trenutku kada sam se 
pomirila sa svim svojim propalim ocekivanjima dobijem 
zadatak raditi ono sto najvise mrzim mrzim najvise, 
cekati, cekati, cekati i jos malo picka mu materina 
usrana cekati i to sa rascupanom kosom jer sam trcala 
zureci se da ne zakasnim na taksi i na kurac i na koncert, 
cekati, cekati, s jedva vidljivom ali ipak poderanom 
ocicom na novim sivim svilenim sto kuna vrijednim 
carapama iz trgovine te i te, valjda nitko nece vidjeti, 
samo sjedni i prekrizi noge, nitko nece vidjeti, koga 
ovdje zanima ocica na tvojoj usranoj carapi, nikog jer svi 
pricaju s nekim i smiju se kao da su popizdili, koji kurac 
vam je toliko smijesno, jebote, sta, sta, ili, jos gore, 
njezno se doticu dlanovima i primaju za nadlakticu i 
mirisu kosu jedni drugima, poput narajcanih macaka u 
veljaci, jedino ti ne, ti se druzis sa svojom poderanom 
ocicom i iskreno se nasmijes i relativno odahnes tek 
kada shvatis da tvoja poderana ocica nece biti glavna 
vijest u sutrasnjoj rubrici erne kronike, jer njuje vec 
rezerviralo ono dvoje mrtvih na krizanju ulice te i te i 
ulice te i te, on i ona, ili ona i on, ajde, ustani, prosed se 
ponosno, ima vremena do pocetka koncerta, popravi 
kosu, popravi ruz, pozeli casu alkohola, najbolje vina, 
najbolje bijelog, da se istice uz tvoju najbolju ernu 


jebozovnu haljinu, jer ako ti je nesto islo u zivotu onda 
su to boje i njihovo kombiniranje, a ako ti nesto nije islo 
u zivotu onda je to sve ostalo. Onda je to sve ostalo. 

PETA 

jato: Sletjeli smo u Zagreb. 

Jucer oko 5 sati popodne. 

Trebali smo sletjeti u pola 4. 

No, zrakoplov je kasnio. 

Zbog nama dobro poznatih razloga je kasnio. 

Punih sat i pol. 

Od tada do sad nista se bitno nije promijenilo. 

Nebo je i dalje tmurno i Ijepljivo. 

Jedino se relativna vlaznost zraka s 88 spustila na 79. 

Sada barem malo lakse disemo. 

To o relativnoj vlaznosti zraka ne bismo inace znali. 

Ali nismo znali sto bi cijelu noc sa sobom. 

Pa smo na kraju u nedostatku inspiraeije ili zelje za bilo 
kakvom drugom vrstom zabave provjerili i lokalne 
biometeoroloske stranice. 

Kasnije i one europske. 

Dosli smo do zakljucka da je taj dan od Zagreba u vecem 
kurcu bio jedino Bukurest. 

S relativnom vlaznoscu zraka od 97%. 

To je strasno. 

To je za popizdit. 

To je nepodnosljivo. 

A onda smo odlucili uciniti stvari zanimljivijima. 

Ajde! 

Oklada. 

Za koliko? 

Za 5 eura. 

Ako je u Barceloni relativna vlaznost zraka 37%, a tlak 1017.2 
hPa, kolika je temperatura? 

Toleriraju se greske od maksimalno 3 stupnja. 

34 stupnja. 

Netocno. 28. 

Oklada. 

Za 10 eura. 

Ako je u Oslu temperatura zraka 19 stupnjeva, a vlaznost 50%, 
koliki je tlak? 

Do koliko se hektopaskala maksimalno toleriraju greske? 

Nije bitno. Pogadaj. 
ioio.6 hPa. 

Netocno. 

997.3 hPa. 

Postalo je ozbiljno. 

Oklada. 15 eura. Skopje. 15 stupnjeva, 1015.2 hPa. Vlaznost? 

16. 

Tocno. 

Oklada. 20 eura. 21 stupanj, 50% vlaznosti. Tlak 1011.5 hPa. O 
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kojem gradu je rijec? 

Moskva. 

Oklada. 30 eura. Amsterdam. 84% vlaznosti. Tlak 1014.0 hPa. 

Kolika je temperatura? 

15 stupnjeva. 

Tocno. 

Oklada. 40 eura. Helsinki. 8 stupnjeva. 1013.1 hPa. Kolika je 
vlaznost? 

92% 

Tocno. 

Oklada. 50 eura. 7 stupnjeva. 68% vlaznosti. 1010.6 hPa. Koji 
grad je u pitanju? 

Beograd. 

60 eura. 

27 stupnjeva. 

Tocno. 

Sarajevo. 

Tocno. 

12 stupnjeva. 

Tocno. 

13 stupnjeva. 

Tocno. 

56% vlaznosti. 

Tocno. 

84% vlaznosti. 

Tocno. 

100 eura! 

68% vlaznosti. 

58% 

37 % 

45 % 

82% 

Luxemburg. 

1007. 9 hPa. 

Tocno. 

Lisabon. 

200 eura!!! 

35 stupnjeva. 

25 stupnjeva. 

Istanbul. 

Rim. 

Padova. 

Berlin. 

Pariz. 

Kijev. 

Tocno! 

Tocno! 

Tocno! 

Tocno! 

Uskoro smo dokazali kako u kratkom roku mozemo gotovo 
savrseno apsolvirati ovu igru. 

Igru cija se pravila temelje na apsolutno nepostojecim 
zakonitostima. 


Na laznim pretpostavkama. 

Bjorn je, doduse, bio najkreativniji. 

Za okladu je dokazao da... 

bjorn: ...nemoguce je u roku od 10 minuta naci besplatni 
web s djecjom pornografijom. 

I Helennaje dokazala nesto. 

Dokazala je da se moze vratiti u hotel mrtva pijana. 

U 4 sata ujutro. 

Sa sjebanom usnicom i razbijenom desnom rukom. 

A da se Bjorn pritom pravi da nije ni primijetio. 

bjorn: Doteturala si u sobu kada sam ja vec lagano drijemao 
i imala si razbijenu usnicu i veliku ruznu ogrebotinu koja 
je prekrivala cijelu desnu nadlakticu i dobar dio ramena i 
uvukla si se u krevet pracena smradom nekog 
nepodnosljivog slatkastog alkohola kojeg si nocas 
beskompromisno lijevala u sebe i zgrusane krvi koju 
namjerno nisi niti pokusala oprati prije dolaska u krevet, 
te si mi se prilijepila uz leda poput zmije, omotala svoje 
noge grcevito oko mojih bokova, u brzom ritmu mi 
dahtala uz potiljak, prosaptala hrapavim glasom nesto o 
tome kako je Jugoslavija humoristicna zemlja, te nas 
prisilila da spavamo u lokvi znoja koji je u potocima 
tekao s nasih tijela. Sto ti je s usnom? 
helenna: Nisi me to pitao. 
bjorn: Gdje si ozlijedila ruku? 
helenna: Nisi me to pitao. 
bjorn: Gdje si bila? 
helenna: Nisi me pitao ni to. 
bjorn: Jesi li dobro? 
helenna: Ni to te nije zanimalo. 
bjorn: Jugoslavija ne postoji vec 20 godina. 
helenna: Otkud bih ja to trebala znati! 
bjorn: Znam da to znas. 
helenna: Ne znam ja vise nista. 
bjorn: Mozda zato jer si opet pijana. 
helenna: Trijezna sam vec predugo. 
bjorn: Onda se samo salis. 
helenna: Izgubila svaki smisao za humor. 
bjorn: Ne usudim se ni pomaknuti. 
helenna: Nisi se ni pomaknuo. 
bjorn: Ne usudim se niti pogledati te. 
helenna: Nisi me niti pogledao. 
bjorn: Ako to ucinim morat cu ti nesto reci. 
helenna: Morat ces me nesto pitati. 
bjorn: Ili ces ti mene nesto pitati. 
helenna: Ako me pogledas, pitat cu te, znas to. 
bjorn: A to je jos gore. 

helenna: U svakom slucaju, doslo bi do neke razmjene 
informacija. 

bjorn: Do nekog bjesomucnog dijaloga. 
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helenna: Do promisljanja o vec donesenim odlukama. 
bjorn: Za koje nam je trebala vjecnost da ih donesemo. 
helenna: Pa onda ipak nismo ucinili nista. 
bjorn: Pa smo tako samo lezali u tisini. 
helenna: Ni pogledali se niti pomaknuli. 
bjorn: Docekali prve zrake sunca s otvorenim ocima. 
helenna: Fiksiranim na razlicite tocke u sumornoj hotelskoj 
sobi. 

bjorn: Praveci se da spavamo. 

helenna: Znajuci da smo budni. 

bjorn: I da ni sljedecu noc necemo ni oka sklopiti. 

helenna: Niti noc poslije toga. 

bjorn: Ni onu sljedecu. 

helenna: Da cemo do sredine tjedna izgledati poput 
hodajucih leseva. 

bjorn: Osim toga, daje bilo nesto ozbiljno... 
helenna: Sto? Sto daje bilo nesto ozbiljno? 
bjorn: Nazvala bi me istog trena. 

HELENNA (iron.): Da. Nazvala bih te istog trena. 
bjorn: Kao sto me uvijek nazoves... 
helenna: Kadaje u pitanju nesto ozbiljno... 
bjorn: Aja na to kazem da opet pretjerujes. 
helenna: Jutroje postajalo sve konkretnije. 
bjorn: Oko 8 sati smo prestali glumiti da spavamo. 

bjorn: Dobrojutro. 
helenna: Dobrojutro. 
bjorn: ??? 
helenna: Vruce je... 
bjorn: Da. 
helenna: ??? 
bjorn: Jesi dobro spavala? 
helenna: Jesam. Ti? 
bjorn: Jesam, ok. 
helenna: ??? 
bjorn: ??? 

HELENNA: ??? 

bjorn: ??? 

helenna: Jesi gladan? 
bjorn: Gladan sam. 
helenna: Idemo na dorucak? 
bjorn: Ok. Idemo na dorucak. 


bjorn: Sto ti je s usnom? 

helenna: Nista. 


SESTA 

jato: Nakon dorucka Bjorn je josjednom provjerio sve. 

bjorn: Da li je sve u redu? Posljednji put pitam! 

jato: Ti mislis daje netko od nas nesto zaboravio? To mislis? 

bjorn: Zelim da provjerimo. Zelim da provjerimo. 

jato: Da li je netko nesto zaboravio? 

helenna: Sve je u redu Bjorn, sve je u redu. 

bjorn: Tebe nisam nista pitao... 

helenna: Samo kazem daje sve u redu! 

bjorn: Nisam te nista pitao. 

jato: Gdje ti je saksofon, Bjorn? Gdje ti je saksofon? 
bjorn: Doci ce. 
helenna: Donijet ce ga ostali. 
jato: Donijet ce ga ostali? 
helenna: Kad dodu danas busom. 
jato: Kad dodu danas busom? 
helenna: Da, kad dodu danas s busom. Ostao je u 
Budimpesti. 

jato: Nije ostao u Budimpesti, Helenna je to jako dobro znala, 
da saksofon nije ostao u Budimpesti. 
bjorn: Koji kurac me jos zajebavate s tim saksofonom! Koji 
kurac? 

helenna: Nitko ne zajebava. Nitko ne zajebava! 
jato: Zasto bi zajebavali, Bjorn? I ako zajebavamo, koga bi 
zajebavali? 

bjorn: Jel to sad bitno? jel to sad bitno? Jel jebeni saksofon 
sad stvarno bitan? 

jato: Mi svoje stvari imamo. A gdje su tvoje? Samo to 
kazemo, samo to. 

helenna: Nije bitno, stvarno nije bitno. 
jato: Bitno je, jako je bitno. Namaje to jebeno bitno. Gdje ti 
je saksofon, Bjorn? 
bjorn: Dosta, sad je dosta. 

helenna: Sve je u redu. Samo smo malo neispavani. Inace je 
sve u redu. 

jato: Rekla si da si dobro spavala, Helenna. 
helenna: Dobro sam spavala. Rekla sam da sam dobro 
spavala! 

jato: A Bjorn? Da li je Bjorn dobro spavao? 
bjorn: Spavao sam! Dobro sam spavao! Jebemu! 
jato: Onda smo svi jako dobro naspavani. 
helenna: Da, svi smo naspavani. 
bjorn: Onda je sve odlicno. Jel sve odlicno? 
helenna: Da, sve je sjajno, sjajno! 

bjorn: Jel mozemo sad provjeriti da li nam sto nedostaje? 
jato: Osim tvog saksofona? 

bjorn: Da, osim mog jebenog saksofona koji sada nije bitan, 
u picku materinu! Jel mozemo sad provjeriti da li nam 
sto nedostaje osim jebenog saksofona? Jel mozemo? Jel 
mozemo? Jel mozemo? Ha? 
helenna: Mozemo! Mozemo! Idemo provjeriti! 
jato: Dobro. Dobro. Dvije elektricne gitare. 
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bjorn: Dobro. 
jato: Dva kontrabasa. 
bjorn: Dobro. 

jato: Jedan bubanj. 

Jedan klavir. 

Jedna violina. 

Dvije trube. 
jedan francuski rog. 

Jedan trombon. 

Jedan kornet. 

Dva samplera. 

bjorn: Dalje... 

jato: Dalje? 

bjorn: Da, dalje! 

jato: Zelis dalje? 

bjorn: Da, DALJE, zelim DALJE! 

helenna: Mi smo... Mi jesmo dosli. Mi smo ovdje. 

jato: Deset putnih torbi?! 

bjorn: Deset putnih torbi? Ma nemoj! 

jato: Sesnaest pari hlaca. 

bjorn: Sesnaest pari hlaca? Nisam vas to pitao, jebem vam 
sunce! 

jato: Neizrecivo mnogo donjeg rublja. 
bjorn: Mnogo donjeg rublja... Pitao sam da li nam sto 
nedostaje!!! 
jato: Majice. 

Carape. 

Salovi. 

I kape. 

helenna: Mi smo... Mi smo dosli. Svirati. Mozda bas upravo 
za vas. Mi smo dosli svirati za vas. 
bjorn: Dalje! DALJE! DALJE! 
jato: Bjorn, napet si! 

Malo si napet, Bjorn. 

bjorn: Sve je u redu. Sve je u redu. Samo sam malo 

neispavan. Samo sam malo jebeno neispavan! Samo 
sam malo jebeno neispavan! 
jato: Znamo. 

bjorn: I nisam se lijepo obukao. Nisam stigao. 
helenna: Zapravo... 

bjorn: Nisam imao u sto. Nisam imao kada. Ali vi ste se lijepo 
obukli. Vi ste se stvarno fino sredili veceras! 
jato: Kud idete nakon ovog? 

Na neku vecericu? 

Na neko pice? 

Na neki seks? 


Neka. 

To je zgodno. 

bjorn: Samo vi dajte! I hvala sto ste dosli u ovako velikom 
broju. Stvarno! Hvala vam! 
helenna: Jer, mi smo dosli svirati... Za vas. 

bjorn (ocajan): Ali jesmo li ponijeli sve? 
jato: Cetkice za zube, samponi za kosu, kreme za lice, skarice 
za nokte, dezodoransi za nju i njega, dva fena za kosu, 
cetiri pincete. 

helenna: Hvala vam sto ste dosli u ovako velikom broju! 
jato: Jedna pumpica za astmaticare, tablete protiv bolova iz 
svih krajeva Europe, nekoliko kutija tampona, jos vise 
kutija prezervativa, najvise kutija cigareta, i 15 grama 
kokaina. 

helenna: 15... 15 grama kokaina... 
bjorn: Mislite li da nismo zasluzili vase povjerenje? 
jato: Dok smo bili u Budimpesti, 15 grama kokaina nije bilo. 
Dok smo bili u Budimpesti imao si saksofon. Sada imas 
15 grama kokaina. 

helenna: Cdje ti je saksofon, Bjorn... Cdje ti je saksofon... 
Bjorn... 

bjorn: Suti! Suti! Suti! Suti! 
helenna: Cdje... 
bjorn: Suti! 

jato: Jedan urastao nokat. 

helenna: Jedna namjerno prekinuta trudnoca. 

jato: Jedna astma. 

helenna: Jedna nenamjerno prekinuta trudnoca. 
jato: Jedna epilepsija. Jedan dijabetes. 

Tri alergije. Jedna smrt. 

Tko? 

Nas prijatelj. Nije bitno. 

Smrt. Smrt. Smrt. 

Sto mu je ono bilo? Infarkt? 

Infarkt. 

Da, drugi po redu. 

Ovog puta koban. 

Steta. Tako mlad. 

Nije bio bas mlad. 

Koliko? 

Oko 35 godina. 

Bio je mlad. 

Nije bio mlad. 

Nije bio ni star. 

Bio je taman. 

Ali poceo je celavjeti. 

Udebljao se. Nije se pazio. 

Jeo je masno. Pioje zestoko. 

Slabo se kretao. 

Bilo je za ocekivati. 
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Umro je prosle godine. 

Pokopali smo ga u Ingolstadtu. Kraj Munchena. 

Ruhe in Frieden, lieber Freund. 

U Munchenu je pokopana Leni Riefenstahl. 

Za nju svi znaju. Za ovog nece nitko. 

Kako se ono zvao? 

Ne sjecamo se vise. 

Nema veze. Nije nam ni bio osobito drag. 

Zu viel schrechlich! 

helenna: Mi smo dosli svirati... Jer... 

jato: Jer... Sto vise tisine postoji, to je lakse zaboraviti tko 
smo. Lakse je zaboraviti kako su nam zvucali glasovi. 
Kako smo se smijali. I kako smo plakali. Nije istina da ne 
mozete zaboraviti tko ste. Samo je potrebna tisina. 
Mnogo tisine. Tisina stvara nesigurnost. A nesigurnost 
izjeda covjeka polako. Natjera vas da dvaput promislite 
sve sto mislite reci. A s vremenom, s vremenom 
zaboravite kako otvoriti usta i konstruirati suvisli komad 
zvuka. Sutjeli smo toliko dugo sve dok nismo postali 
potpuno beskorisni. Dok nam se paucina nije pocela 
namatati oko glasnica i istrunulih kutnjaka. Sve dok i 
najveci demagozi medu nama nisu postali samo hrpe 
dosadnog mesa koje ocima trazi jednu sigurnu tocku za 
koju se moze prihvatiti. Sve dok ta tocka ne postanu 
necije tude oci. Sve dok te oci ne postanu znak 
odobravanja. Sve dok te oci ne prestanu biti oci a 
postanu miris svjeze picke ili guste erekcije. Zatim smo 
se ustali i otisli prema tim mirisima. I posevili s njima. 
Nasilno. Posesivno. Sve dok ne bi iz nasih grla ponovno 
izletio krik koji je razbio cijelu jednu vjecnost. Culi smo 
sami sebe kako nekontrolirano stenjemo u navali duplih 
ili cak troduplih orgazama. Drugi krik je zapocinjao 
tamo gdje je zavrsio prvi. Ponekad bi se i preklapali. I 
tada smo po prvi put otkrili ponovno zvuk. Bio je 
drugaciji od svega sto smo do tada culi. I tako smo se 
odlucili seviti sve dok sav zvuk koji je postojao nije 
izasao na vidjelo. Sve dok cista pornografija nije postala 
osnovni motiv naseg postojanja. Nemilosrdno smo 
derali picke, zvakali klitorise, lizali se straga, pusili po 
nekoliko kuraca odjednom, a grla su se ocistila, procistila 
tim istim krikovima i tada, bas tada, odlucili smo se 
baviti glazbom. Ali ne samo glazbom. Jer... 

bjorn: Mi nismo glazbena skupina. 

jato: I mi nismo komunisticka partija. 

Mi nismo vjerski pokret, niti aktivisticka organizacija. 

helenna: Mi ne sviramo zapravo toliko dobro, 

Mi ne razumijemo vasu politiku, 

Mi ne vjerujemo u vasega boga. 

bjorn: Mi smo hrpa iskompleksiranih i umornih kurceva i 

picaka razlicitih dobnih skupina i razlicite nacionalnosti. 


jato: Razlicite visine. 

Razlicito glazbeno talentirani. 

I razlicito otporni na pritisak. 

jato: Mi ne znamo sto uciniti sa sobom niti kako samo ovdje 
dosli. 

helenna: Mi slavimo kad je prerano i placemo kad je 
prekasno. 

bjorn: Mi smo politicki subverzivni, drustveno beskorisni. 
helenna: Intelektualno nedostupni i fizicki neprivlacni. 
jato: Mi smo sve sto ne volite i mi smo sve sto vama ne 
treba. 

helenna: Mi smo oni macici koje su u vodu bacili. 
bjorn: I mi smo pijani seks kojeg se jutro poslije ne sjecate. 
HELENNA: Ali... 

bjorn: S vremena na vrijeme... 
jato: Mozda bas kad najmanje ocekujete... 
helenna: Netko se sazali nad jednodnevnim macicima i 
ostavi ih na zivotu... 
bjorn: Samo treba malo strpljenja... 
helenna: Samo treba malo takta... 
bjorn: Samo treba malo... 
helenna: Samo treba - MALO. 


SEDMA 

julija: ...probiti do sanka. Probiti do sanka. Samo se treba 
malo probiti do sanka. Pokusas se kretati uz zid da bi ti 
sto manji broj ljudi mogao gledati u carape, i sve je u 
redu, uvjeravas se da je sve u redu, iako se svi parovi oko 
tebe vec bave ozbiljnijom predigrom, maknite se, 
pustite me da prodem, jebemu krv, odite se doma sevit, 
ali ta te pomisao odmah razbjesni pa svakom paru 
zazelis dodatno raspad braka ili retardiranu djecu. 
Proguras se na krcati sank. Znas da si uzasna i 
neuroticna, da ne pozdravljas ljude koje poznajes i da 
prijateljski mases apsolutnim neznancima, i zapravo, 
uopce te to ne smeta. 
konobar: Izvolite. 
julija: Vina. Bijelog. Cistog. 
konobar: Vina. Bijelog. Cistog. 2 decilitra, 3? 
julija: Svejedno. Ako zelite da malo ranije dodem po jos 

jednu casu, onda 2. Ako zelite da malo kasnije dodem po 
jos jednu casu, onda 3. U svakom slucaju doci cu po jos 
jednu casu. 

konobar: Onda 2 decilitra. Pa ce biti uskoro 4. A ne 6. Sto je 
bolje! 

julija: Ne znam. Ne znam da li je to bolje. Uskoro iskapim pa 
trazim jos. Natocite mi jos. 
konobar: Tocim vam jos. Jos 2 decilitra. A sada idem 
posluziti onog gospodina tamo. 
julija: Pijem. Pijem jos dva decilitra. Osjecam kako mi se u 
ruke a zatim i u cijelo tijelo ponovno uvlaci toplina. 
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Prestajem misliti na poderanu ocicu na mojim jebemu 
pas mater too kuna preskupim carapama iz trgovine te i 
te. Konobar je otisao posluziti nekog gospodina. Zgodan 
je. Cospodin. Konobar nije zgodan. Previsokje, s 
prekratkim nogama i prevelikom guzicom. A gospodin 
je zgodan. Taman moj tip. Ali, gospodin ima zenu pod 
rukom. A konobar bocu vina. Pa ti sad biraj sto ti je 
draze. Sto cemo onda veceras? Evo, vraca se. Konobar. 
Nasmijesi mu se. 
konobar: Jos nesto, madamme? 

julija: Madamme, nazvao te madamme, ocito mu se svidas 
zasto bi te inace nazvao madamme. Jos jednu monsieur, 
jos jednu, kazes mu, i on tod i ti pijes, i on tod i ti pijes i 
jebeni koncert kasni vec vise od pola jebena sata, koji 
kurac oni rade unutra, koji kurac da kazes konobaru, nisi 
jos dovoljno pijana da bi se mogla ovako ponasati, ali 
zato se guzva oko sanka ocistila. 
konobar: Madamme ceka nekoga? 

julija: Bravo genijalac, da madamme ceka nekoga, zato pije 
ovdje za sankom sama vec cetvrtu ili petu casu vina, jer 
ceka svog vjernog muskarca kojem je valjda na wc-u 
zapeo kurac za slic, ili, ne, igramo se one igre, kao da se 
ne poznajemo, znas, pa ce seks kasnije bit intrigantniji. 
Ne, ne, madamme ne ceka nikoga, osim eventualno jos 
jednog tocenja. 

konobar: Dobro podnosite alkohol. 
julija: Ali zato lose podnosim sve ostalo. 
konobar: Imali ste los dan? 

julija: Imala sam los dan, toliko los da sam na Ijestvici 

vrijednosti vagala dvoje ljudi koji su poginuli na krizanju 
ulice te i te i ulice te i te i puknutu svilenu ocicu. No 
dosta o tome. Kroz prozor vidis policijske rotirke i sve 
vecu guzvu, ne daleko ali ne i dovoljno blizu. Koji kurac 
se sad dogada. Mozda su uhvatili jebene jazzere s 
kokainom u saksofonskim cijevima i sad svi idu u cuzu, 
nista od koncerta, a ti ces se napit i posevit s neskladno 
gradenim konobarom. Eto vec si sve predvidjela. 
konobar: Kolona i pol, ha! Ovo moze jos jedino jebeni Papa 
nadmasit. 

julija: Sto? Sto moze jos samo jebeni Papa nadmasit? 
konobar: Ovo... sutra je na trgu... ovo mu je valjda hotel. 
julija: Ovo... sutra je na trgu... ovo mu je valjda hotel?! Kakva 
je to konstrukcija? Bas si rjecit u picku materinu, upravo 
si sad to htjela red konobaru, bas si rjecit, konobare, u 
picku materinu, al ugrizla si se za jezik prije toga, i hvala 
kurcu sto jesi, o doticnom dogadaju vec nekoliko 
tjedana svi mediji kolosalno bruje, a ti si ih, po obicaju, 
pratila u tolikoj mjeri da si potpuno zaboravila da 
upravo veceras dolazi OVAJ koji sutra ima ONO na trgu. 
Sada bar znas zbog cegaje cijeli jebeni grad zablokiran. 


konobar: Da, spavat ce valjda u onom hotelu, ali kasne, 

trebali su doci ranije, ne znam zasto, kasne, evo, natocit 
cu ti jos. 

julija: Kasni, kasni, veliki politicar koji sutra ima ONO ce 
spavati u onom hotelu, bas tik do mog koncerta, veliki 
kralj Istanbula, pariski plemenski voda, njemacki 
maharadza, islamski predsjednik ili nepalski vojni 
general - on kasni. Iz automobila izlazi policija, zastitari, 
psi-ubojice, obalna straza, zracna sigurnost i nekolicina 
civila, ali cini se daje to tek kolona za docek, jer je ispred 
hotela parkirano definitivno jos uvijek premalo 
automobila za ONOC koji sutra ima ONO. Vidis ih samo 
kao mrlje. Jesu li predaleko ili si popila previse? Daj mi 
jos jednu casu. 

konobar: Evo madamme! 

julija: Eto kako funkcioniraju musko - zenski odnosi. On 
moze biti ruzan poput posljedica holokausta, ali ako ti 
triput ugodnim glasom kaze 'madamme', gotovo, 
osvojio te... 

konobar: Tocim... 

julija: On toci, ali ti i dalje ne mozes prestati gledati u one 
mrlje i rotirke koje se vide kroz velika staklena francuska 
vrata, i pomislis da su mozda kasnili zbog one nesrece 
jer su morali prod ulicom tom i tom, mozda je to u 
pitanju, koliko strke oko jedne prometne nesrece, ali ne, 
nije sigurno to u pitanju, ali u ovoj prostoriji je sve manje 
strke, jer se bend navodno poceo penjati na scenu i svi 
su krenuli prema svojim mjestima pa tako i ti u zadnjim 
trenucima ispruzivsi casu jos jednom prema 
ugostiteljskom Quazimodu visokog rasta, uhvativsi 
posljednje kapi iz boce vina te, naravno, njegovo 
seksipilno namigivanje kojem si se definitivno 
nasmijesila, ali ne znas vise da li iz pristojnosti ili zato jer 
tije zapravo bilo drago... 

(...) 
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Translated from the Croatian 
by Marina Miladinov 


first heard about your J.A.T.O. from a very positive review, which 
spoke about its staging by Helena Petkovic. Tell me a bit more 
about that piece. About the collaboration. And generally about your 
experiences with collaboration in theatre when someone else 
stages your plays. Perhaps not so much about the experiences, but 
rather about your attitudes, conclusions... 

J.A.T.O. is actually the first play where I decided to work on its 
staging myself and that's why it is important to me. I am not the 
type of writer who thinks that his or her job is finished at the moment of 
finishing the text. My field of interest is the performing arts as such, which 
means that writing and performance are almost synonymous for me - the 
one thing in which they differ from each other is the way you realize the idea. 
Whether it's writing, occupying the space of performance, dramaturgy, 
choreography, working on the radio, or working with sound, the only thing 
that matters is to find the best way of communicating that way of realizing 
the idea to your surroundings. For me, dialogue is crucial. I wrote J.A.T.O. in 
response to my own question about the consequences (for the private and 
public spheres) of low spiritedness. I collaborated with my director Helena, 
whom I can already call my permanent collaborator, on stage and on the 
radio. We understand each other very well and while working together with 
her, I rediscover what really matters to me and consequently to both of us. It 
often happens that I add things before the performance because she tells me 
that what I've been explaining to her is not really what the text is saying. I 
can't stand autocracy or egotism, especially in theatre. 


I remember you as being one of the most active persons at the Academy of 
Dramatic Art. By active I mean less inert. Much less inert than most people. I 
know that you dislike the word "inert". Where do you stand regarding 
academic inertness/activity today, with regard to your recent training in 
dramaturgy? To what extent has the school prepared you for the things that 
you do today and to what extent has it defined you with respect to them? 

A friend of mine once said: if you're not frustrated by the art school at which 
you study, then you must really get worried. And that's true. ADU is the only 
institution offering a dramaturgy programme in Croatia and if I had to 
choose again, I guess I would choose it again. But just like all other (art) 
schools, it will show you only some of the ways that you can take. It can't 
show you how you should move along them. 


In ideal circumstances, a world with no rent to pay and no lobbying for 
positions, in other words, where the world wouldn't resist you and you 
wouldn't have to accept compromises, where would you see yourself? What 
would you do? Whom would you collaborate with? Would you work at all? 

In our culture, the situation is the same as in our politics, economy, or the 
department store where my Mom's working, etc. The system is corrupted 
and it serves for the self-promotion and profit of certain individuals. Plus, 
there is a handful of people dealing with culture in Croatia and everyone 
knows everyone else, all of them are terribly important to each other, and in 
such a situation, loaded with tensions, it is sometimes difficult to breathe. I 
consider it a part of my job that I must, among other things, break through 
the structures in which we are now, since sooner or later we must all feel on 
our own skin that some of these structures are quite closed. But that's not 
achieved by criticizing them; you must work hard. If I hate something, then 
it's that blessed artistic self-sufficiency. Art is work, and when I no longer see 
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any challenge in what I'm doing, I pack my stuff and say good-bye. I don't 
have time to lose. If I could do anything I wanted, I would do the same things 
that I do now; only the process of production would be faster, since I 
wouldn't be burdened by the rent and the bills. I will not elaborate on the 
lobbying story. Crawling into someone's lap is very easy. Status quo. But 
telling someone that you actually think differently is already a bit harder. No, 

I am not embittered. In fact, I am in a very good mood. 

Tell me as one dramaturge to another: what makes a piece relevant? 

Risk. Non-conformism. Honesty. Unpretentiousness. Openness. Determinacy. 
Self-criticism. Anomaly. I think that's it. Theatre is a tectonic disturbance. 
Anything less than that is hardly worth one's effort or time. 

The same question, only from the position of a playwright. How do you 
choose your topics? How do you relate to them? How does that choice of 
topics define you within the scene (I don't mean the stage now)? 

The topics I deal with must concern me personally, but they shouldn't be 
private. The moment in which I am happy with the text is the moment in 
which it breaks down my personal barriers and limitations, while to all the 
others it should at least present a particular issue. Those texts that I have 
written at ease are probably rubbish. The texts that I find difficult to write 
and for which I must, let's say, dig into the lexicon of political economy for a 
week, will perhaps be worth something. For me, writing means learning, 
informing, and raising awareness, and if I manage to write a text through 
which I've learned something, then I feel the need of sharing it with the 
public (and the right to do it). I am not a scribomaniac and I hate 
hyperproduction. That's why I tend to think twice about each and every 
sentence. A good part of my training I spent reading books and attending 
lectures on what is political theatre, politics in art, and so on... but all that 
doesn't mean much before you become aware of what it is you're actually 
producing and sharing with the society. 

Project. Five-year plan. Rent. Lobbying. Theatre circles. Writing. Beginning. 
Giving up. Life. 

I've just completed my new ("economic") text and I can hardly wait to see it 
on stage. I am also working on a dance production, since linguistics and 
kinesiology go very well together. After that, I will write an adaptation, which 
is actually no adaptation at all, since I don't like adaptations and I don't want 
to write them. I've installed another sound editing programme on my 
computer, so I am also doing that when I have time, even though there are 
critical voices from amongst my closest and most liberal friends that sharply 
oppose my further involvement with music. 
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Translated from the Croatian by Maja Sviben 


T he text of J.A.T.O. was published in 2010 
at the Third Programme of the Croatian 
Radio in the program Radio Atelier, directed 
by Helena Petkovic, in whose direction it was 
staged in the same year at the Theatre Revue 
of the Academy of Dramatic Art Zagreb. In 
2009, it was presented at the Small Night 
Readings festival at Theatre &TD, likewise 
directed by Helena Petkovic. That same year, 
the text participated at World Interplay and 
the Tease platform in Australia, as well as the 
Singapore Writers Meetup programme. 


CHARACTERS: 

J.A.T.O.: 

BJORN 

HELENNA 

A chorus consisting of 5 to 9 performers 
(not including Bjorn and Helenna) 

GREY EAGLE 
JULIA 

BARTENDER 

FATSO 

And a few others. Depending on the 
situation. 


(...) 

Listen carefully now! He landed at the airport 6 minutes ago, 
official time: Friday at exactly 14:54. We have an hour of 
waiting while he disembarks the plane, greets the Ministers of 
Defense and Economy, straightens his tie... 

— And kneels. 

— Kneels and kisses the land. 

— Kisses the land he walks on. 

— Kisses the Croatian land! 

grey eagle: He will not do that. Only top Vatican 

ecclesiastical officials and the Hague defendants on 
temporary leave do that. He most certainly will not. 
After all, why would he? 

— Kiss the land he walks on... 

— The land is innocent... 

— The land is innocent... sang the mustachioed singers in 

politically turbulent times. 

— Those times have passed. 

— Those songs forgotten. 

— Those singers committed suicide. 

— Some of them successfully. 

— Some of them not. 

Listen carefully now! He landed at the airport 7 minutes ago, 
offcial time: Friday at exactly 14:54 . We have an hour of 
waiting while he disembarks the plane, greets the Ministers of 
Defense and Economy, straightens his tie... 

— When Tito died, they transported his body by train. 

— By train from Ljubljana to Belgrade. 

— From Ljubljana to Belgrade all the other trains were late. 

— The railway workers worked longer than usual. 

— They were paid the same. 

— But, nobody minded. 

— Or perhaps somebody did, and that's why they cried on 

that day. 

— On that day and weeks and months later. 
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— And then years later. 

— Because of their paycheck or Tito, or other people who 

came and left after him. 

— Nobody knows for sure anymore. 

— But they cry, they still cry today. 

grey eagle: Today nobody died and today nobody will die, 
and if somebody does, it won't be anyone important, no 
one who would be the topic of a speculative conver¬ 
sation led by today's children thirty years from now, a 
conversation like this one that cannot be anything else 
but speculative because at that time, because at that 
time, because at that time you were children... 

— Children. 

— In the embryonic stage of development. 

— Who pulled on their mother's umbilical cord. 

— Kicked ruthlessly at her womb. 

— Demanded breakfast, lunch, a rattle and a birth. 

— Cot none of it. 

— Because the mother waited for the father. 

— And the father waited for the train. 

— And the train was late for hours. 

grey eagle: True. The railway workers were really out of luck 
that day. The communist leader didn't try hard enough 
to bite the dust in a suitable federal unit, so on the day 
of transport of his stiff body from federal unit no.i to 
federal unit no.3 a bunch of railway workers worked 
bloody hard to reorganize the whole fucking timetable 
so the deceased general secretary wouldn't be late for 
his own funeral. 

— Yes, all the other trains were late. 

— You think the planes will be late today? 

— I don't think so. 

— You think they reorganized the flight schedule? 

— They should have. 

— With 4000 meters of runway and over fifty flights daily? 

— It's simple mathematics. 

— But not that simple to put into practice. 

— Don't get wild ideas, he could've dropped dead 

somewhere even further away. 

— What would've happened then? 

grey eagle: He could've died in China or in the Canaries. 
What would've happened then! I don't know if they 
reorganized the schedule. We should ask someone. 

— Tito's never been to the Canaries. 

— Tito must've been to the Canaries. 

— Tenerife, Lanzarote, Fuerteventura, La Palma, La Comera, 

El Hierro. 

— He's been to all of them! 


— More than once! 

— Had a flat on La Palma, a mistress in El Hierro, and a 

volcano named after him on La Comera. 

Listen carefully now! He landed at the airport g minutes ago, 
official time: Friday at exactly 14:54 . We have an hour of 
waiting while he disembarks the plane, greets the Ministers of 
Defense and Economy, straightens his tie and gets into that 
pretentious General Motors crap of a car we won't name at this 
point. 

— Buick, Chevrolet? 

— Hummer, Pontiac? 

— Opel, Saab? 

grey eagle: That nameless General Motors crap of a car 
(which is NOT a Buick, Chevrolet, Hummer, Pontiac, 

Opel or a Saab) should be followed by a number of 
luxury dark blue German BMWs that are to part into 
two separate lines, one of which will drive proudly 
through the center, and the other, the more important 
one, the one that carries the precious cargo, will steal 
away directly to the glamorous hotel. 

So we're waiting for line B. 

grey eagle: Of course we're waiting for line B. In other 
words, the irrelevant one. 

— It's not irrelevant. 

— If you think about it. 

— It's very relevant. 

Line B will take the longer route, be deliberately seen publicly 
and will arrive to the assigned destination precisely one hour 
after line A. 

— Line B will take the longer route. 

— Be deliberately seen publicly. 

— Arrive to the assigned destination precisely one hour after 

line A. 

grey eagle: They have repeated that several dozens of 

times, but regardless, a large number of people present 
still look intrigued by the aforementioned wise plan of 
the governmental protection workers. They look proud 
because instead of the standard, aesthetically impotent 
beige suits they were given special black ones, 
sophisticated and elegant, and instead of standard 
guns, they were given spruced up semi-automatic guns 
that, in any other situation, their testosterone drives 
would've loved to try out on the first available free 
walking target. 
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Any other questions? 

— None. 

— None. 

— None. 

grey eagle: None. The pay is more than decent. The task 
moderately risky. Cigarette breaks during the day 
almost unbearably long. All we need to do is pretend to 
be guarding something that isn't really there anyway. I 
sneaked to the bathroom and took two more anxiety 
pills, although it was clear to me that if the first two 
hadn't worked, it was unlikely that these would. 

I would like to remind you once again, allow for the police cars 
to drive away first, and then leave after your group. 

grey eagle: The fact that they didn't work, that I took them 
for the wrong reason and in the wrong dosage, made 
my mood additionally worse, so I tried to restore my 
elan by thinking that in a little more than three hours I 
will be home alone, in an apartment that is too small 
and too hot, where dinner is not cooked, nor will be, 
because the fridge has been, for many different reasons, 
completely empty for a couple of days now, and I leave 
nothing in the pantry anymore because the number of 
kitchen moths that have developed resistance to heavy 
insecticides has gone beyond every limit. 

— Let's go. 

— Let's go. 

— Let's go. 

THREE 

helenna: I loved to travel when I was younger. I've been to 
Spain, France, Italy, Germany, Ukraine, Bulgaria. I've 
seen Iran, Iraq, Libya and Yemen. Nothing was 
inaccessible. I skied on the mountaintops of the 
Caucasus. 

bjorn: Sunbathed on the beaches of Norwegian fjords. 

helenna: Orgied in the Vatican. 

bjorn: Free-dived in Volga. 

helenna: That's where I met him. 

bjorn: Eight years ago. 

helenna: He said... 

bjorn: I'm going to Tabriz. 

helenna: Tabriz, Kirkuk, Malaga, Bremerhaven and Novi Sad. 
bjorn: Last year we went to Chechnya. 
helenna: We went to Chechnya, Ankara, Reykjavik and 
Casablanca. But I didn't like it. 
bjorn: She didn't like it. 


helenna: In Chechnya they were illiterate, in Ankara evil, and 
Casablanca is dirty. 

bjorn: She hasn't liked anything for quite some time now. 

helenna: Reykjavik is cold and nobody has a sense of humor. 
I got drunk there one night. 

bjorn: She always gets drunk one night. 

helenna: I got drunk there one night. It was in my first 

month of pregnancy. I wrote graffiti in color on the wall 
of a building - / hate Reykjavik!!! I even learned to write 
it in Icelandic. 

bjorn: I taught her Icelandic. 

helenna: I wrote Eg hatur Reykjavik!!! Eg hatur Reykjavik in a 
blood-red shade on the fagade of a huge modem three- 
storey building. I ended up at the police station. Of 
course. 

bjorn: She fucked up again. Of course. 

helenna: Nobody has a sense of humor in Reykjavik. I 

phoned HIM to tell him what happened. He was angry 
and said... 

bjorn: With your uncontrolled drunken tantrums, you fuck 
up everything I do! 

helenna: And that it really fucking annoys him. I had an 
abortion in Reykjavik. I phoned HIM to tell him what 
happened. He said, indifferently... 

bjorn: Maybe it's for the best! 

helenna: Nobody has a sense of humor in Reykjavik. I think 
mine died there, too. Since then we've been traipsing 
through the republics of Yugoslavia. There are many. 
We've been to the one that has a coast. In Yugoslavia 
everybody is very funny. In the middle of the day they 
sit around on benches in central squares, smoking local 
tobacco and licking local rakia brandy and writing their 
humorous thoughts and reminiscences in colorful spray 
on modern three-storey buildings. I noticed how their 
vision of a three-storey building differs a lot from that 
in Reykjavik. But, it doesn't matter. Regardless of that, 
they keep writing. All day. They write their analytical 
essays and radio-plays on the walls. They paint nudes 
and still-lifes. The police stand there peacefully, holding 
their can of paint for them, suggesting what might 
sound better or where they made a grammatical 
mistake, and afterwards everybody goes to a bar for a 
glass of beer and a large serving of kebab with onions 
where they come up with jokes about fags and invalids. 
In Yugoslavia everybody is very funny. I was even in a 
better mood for a moment. I even got pregnant with 
HIM again, although I was told in Reykjavik that young 
girls who abort their first pregnancy might become 
infertile. But not me, do you hear that? Not me! I get 
pregnant in a second! I decided to celebrate. One night 
after a liter of local rakia brandy and a few servings of 
shish-kebab I decided to write I love Croatia on a stone 
wall. I learned to write it in Croatian. Ja volim Hrvatsku. 
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But then a group of local liberals and atheists came by, 
called me a bloody nationalist whore and beat the hell 
out of me. I told them I was not a nationalist whore, 
that I'm actually not even from here, and that I'm 
pregnant in spite of the pessimistic prognosis of 
Icelandic gynecologists. But they didn't listen to me. 
They just scraped off my clotted blood and dead fetus 
from their liberal-atheist Diesel jeans and Benetton 
t-shirts and went on, confirming my thesis that 
everybody in Yugoslavia is very funny. I thought of 
calling HIM up and telling him this funny, funnyjoke, 
but it was late already, and I knew he had to rest, 
because... 

bjorn: We are playing tomorrow! 

helenna: And I knew that it was... 

bjorn: For the best! 

helenna: I loved to travel when I was younger. And now I'm 
not sure anymore how old I am. 

FOUR 

julia: Fucking hell, fucking shit, I'm late again, I'm late again, 
I'm late again, I left late again, I left late because I 
always leave late, not so much because I leave after the 
time I should have left but because I don't count on 
there being a fucking state of emergency like that 
damned traffic accident that happened at the 
intersection of such-and-such streets, and where two 
people got killed, she and he, or he and she, and I don't 
think about the fact that the trams won't be running 
today because the city is blocked for I don't know which 
reason, and I don't think about the ATM of united postal 
national bank that I passed by but forgot to take money 
from, the same money I need to have in my wallet if I 
don't want to suck the ancient hairy and deformed dick 
of a taxi driver when leaving the car, because lucky as I 
am, that dick can only be like that on this day, no, no, 
no, no, no, I don't think about any of that and that's 
why it seems I left too late, and that's why I was 
surprised that I actually came early, it's like in the 
moment when I finally accepted all my failed 
expectations, I was given a task that had me doing 
what I hate most, wait, wait, wait, with disheveled hair 
because I ran in a hurry not to be late for the taxi and 
the dick and the concert, and with a hardly noticeable 
but still present run in my new grey silk too expensive 
stockings from shop such-and-such, hope nobody sees 
it, just sit down and cross your legs, nobody will see it, 
who here wants to know about a run in your damned 
stocking, nobody's interested because everybody's 
talking to someone, laughing like crazy, what the fuck is 
so funny, goddammit, what, what, or, worse, they touch 


each other's palms and elbows gently and smell each 
other's hair, smell, smell hair, like aroused cats in 
February, everybody, almost everybody smells each 
other, except for you, you're in the company of your 
stocking run and smile sincerely and feel relatively 
relieved when you realize that your run ladder won't be 
breaking news tomorrow, because that is reserved for 
those two dead people at the intersection of streets 
such-and-such, he and she, she and he, come on, stand 
up, walk proudly, there's time until the concert begins, 
fix your hair, fix your makeup, wish for a glass of alcohol, 
wine would be best, white would be best, to contrast 
with your best slutty black dress, because if you do 
something well in life, it's colors and combining them, 
and if there's something you don't do well, that's 
everything else. That's everything else. 

FIVE 

jato: We landed in Zagreb. 

Yesterday around 5. 

We were supposed to land at half past 3. 

But, the plane was late. 

Late for reasons very well known to us. 

A whole hour and a half. 

Nothing important has happened from then till now. 

The sky is still dark and sticky. 

Only the relative air humidity dropped from 88 to 79. 

At least now we're breathing easier. 

And we wouldn't know about the relative air humidity 
otherwise. 

But we didn't know what to do with ourselves throughout 
the night. 

So, because of a lack of inspiration and want for any other 
kind of entertainment we checked the local 
biometeorological stations. 

And the European ones later. 

We came to the conclusion that on that day only Bucharest 
was more fucked than Zagreb. 

With a relative air humidity of 97%. 

That's terrible. 

That's unbearable! 

That's completely fucked up! 

And then we decided to make things interesting. 

C'mon! 

A bet! 

For how much? 

For 5 euros. 

If the humidity in Barcelona is 37%, and air pressure 
ioi7.2hPa, what is the temperature? 

Mistakes of a maximum three degrees are tolerated. 

34 degrees. 
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Incorrect. 28. 

A bet. 
no euros. 

If the temperature in Oslo is 19 degrees, and the humidity 
50%, what is the pressure? 

Maximum mistake tolerance in hPa? 

It doesn't matter. Guess. 
iono.6 hPa. 

Incorrect. 

997.3 hPa. 

It became serious. 

A bet. 15 euros. Skopje. 15 degrees. 1015.2 hPa. Humidity? 

16. 

Correct. 

A bet. 20 euros. 21 degrees, 50% humidity. Pressure 1011.5 hPa. 

Which city? 

Moscow. 

A bet. 30 euros. Amsterdam. 84% humidity. Pressure 1014.0 
hPa. What is the temperature? 

15 degrees! 

Correct. 

A bet. 

40 euros. Helsinki. 8 degrees. 1013.1 hPa. What is the 
humidity? 

92% 

Correct! 

A bet. 

50 euros. 7 degrees. 68% humidity. 1010.6 hPa. Which city? 
Belgrade. 

Correct! 

60 euros! 

27 degrees! 

Correct! 

Sarajevo! 

Correct! 

12 degrees! 

Correct! 

13 degrees! 

Correct! 

56% humidity. 

Correct! 

86% humidity! 

Correct! 

100 euros! 

68% humidity! 

58%! 

37 %' 

45 %! 

82% 

27 degrees. 

Correct. 

Luxemburg. 

1007.9 hPa. 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


Correct. 

Lisbon. 

200 euros! 

35 degrees. 

25 degrees. 

Istanbul! 

Rome. 

Padua. 

Berlin. 

Paris. 

Kiev. 

Correct. 

Correct. 

Correct. 

Correct. 

Soon we proved that in a short period of time we could learn 
to play the game almost perfectly. A game whose rules 
are based on absolutely non-existing laws. 

On false assumptions. 

Bjorn though, was the most creative among us. 

He won the bet by proving it was... 

bjorn: Impossible to find a free website with child 
pornography in io minutes. 

And Helenna also proved something. 

She proved that she could return to the hotel dead drunk. 

At 4 o'clock in the morning. 

With a fucked up lip and injured arm. 

And that Bjorn would pretend to not even notice. 

bjorn: You staggered into the room when I was already 
dozing off and you had a split lip and a huge ugly 
scratch that covered the whole of your upper right arm 
and a fair portion of your shoulder and you crawled into 
bed followed by the stench of some unbearable alcohol 
you single-mindedly poured into yourself tonight, and 
clotted blood you deliberately didn't even try to wash 
off before coming to bed. You glued yourself to my back 
like a snake, wrapped your legs convulsively around my 
hips, panted in a fast rhythm at the back of my head, 
whispered in a broken voice something about 
Yugoslavia being a funny country, and you made us 
sleep in a puddle of sweat that ran in streams down our 
bodies. What's with your lip? 
helenna: You didn't ask me that. 
bjorn: Where did you hurt your arm? 
helenna: You didn't ask me that. 
bjorn: Where were you? 
helenna: You didn't ask me that either. 
bjorn: Are you ok? 

helenna: You didn't want to know that. 
bjorn: Yugoslavia ceased to exist 20 years ago. 
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helenna: How the hell should I know that! 

bjorn: I know you know. 

helenna: I know nothing anymore. 

bjorn: Maybe because you're drunk again. 

helenna: I've been sober for far too long. 

bjorn: Then you're just joking. 

helenna: I lost my sense of humor. 

bjorn: I don't dare move. 

helenna: You haven't even moved. 

bjorn: I don't dare to look at you. 

helenna: You haven't even looked at me. 

bjorn: If I do that, I'll have to say something. 

helenna: You'll have to ask me something. 

bjorn: Or you'll ask me something. 

helenna: If you look at me, I'll ask you, you know that. 

bjorn: Which is even worse. 

helenna: In any case, there would be some exchange of 
information. 

bjorn: A frantic dialogue. 

helenna: A reconsidering of decisions already made. 
bjorn: Decisions that took ages to make. 
helenna: So we did nothing. 
bjorn: So we just lay there in silence. 
helenna: Neither of us looking at each other or moving. 
bjorn: We waited for the first rays of sun with our eyes 
open. 

helenna: Fixed at different points in the dreary hotel room. 
bjorn: Pretending to be asleep. 
helenna: Knowing that we are awake. 
bjorn: Knowing that we won't sleep a wink the following 
night. 

helenna: Nor the night after that either. 
bjorn: Or the one after that. 

helenna: Knowing that by the middle of the week, we'd look 
like the walking dead. 

bjorn: Besides, if it were anything serious... 

helenna: What? What if it was anything serious? 

bjorn: You would've called me instantly. 

helenna: Yes. I would've called you instantly. 

bjorn: As you always do... 

helenna: When it's serious... 

bjorn: And then I say you're overreacting again. 

helenna: The morning was becoming more concrete. 

bjorn: Around 7 we stopped pretending we were asleep. 

bjorn: Good morning. 
helenna: Good morning. 
bjorn: ??? 

HELENNA: It's hot... 
bjorn: Yes. 

HELENNA: ??? 

bjorn: Did you sleep well? 

helenna: Yes. You? 


bjorn: Yeah, ok. 

HELENNA: ??? 

bjorn: ??? 

HELENNA: ??? 

BJORN:??? 

helenna: Are you hungry? 
bjorn: I'm hungry. 

helenna: Do you want to have breakfast? 
bjorn: Ok. Let's go have breakfast. 


bjorn: What happened to your lip? 

helenna: Nothing. 


jato: After breakfast, Bjorn checked everything once more. 
bjorn: Is everything alright? This is the last time I ask. 
jato: You think one of us forgot something? That's what you 
think? 

bjorn: I want us to check. I want us to check. 
jato: Did anybody forget anything? 
helenna: Everything's ok Bjorn, everything's ok. 
bjorn: I didn't ask you... 
helenna: I'm just saying everything's ok. 
bjorn: I haven't asked you anything. 
jato: Where's your sax, Bjorn? Where's your sax? 
bjorn: It's coming. 
helenna: The others are bringing it. 
jato: The others are bringing it? 
helenna: When they arrive by bus today. 
jato: When they arrive by bus today? 
helenna: Yes, when they arrive by bus today. It's in 
Budapest. 

jato: It was not in Budapest, Helenna knew that perfectly 
well, that the sax was not left in Budapest. 
bjorn: Why do you bother me with that goddamned sax? 
What the fuck? 

helenna: Nobody fucking does. Nobody fucking does. 
jato: Why would we fucking bother you? And if we did, who 
would we fucking bother? 

bjorn: Is that important now? Is that important now? Is that 
fucking sax really important? 
jato: We have our stuff. Where's yours? That's all we're 
saying, that's all! 

helenna: It's not important, it really isn't. 
jato: It is, it's important. It's fucking important to us. Where's 
your sax, Bjorn? 
bjorn: Enough, enough now. 
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helenna: Everything's alright. We just didn't get much sleep. 

Otherwise we're fine. 
jato: You said you slept well, Helenna. 
helenna: I slept well. I said I slept well! 
jato: And Bjorn? Did Bjorn sleep well? 
bjorn: I slept! I slept well! Fuck! 
jato: Then we all slept well. 
helenna: Yes, we all slept well. 
bjorn: Then everything's fantastic. Isn't everything 
fantastic? 

helenna: Yes, everything's great, great! 

bjorn: Could we check now if we're missing anything? 

jato: Besides your sax? 

bjorn: Yes, besides my fucking sax that is not important 
right now, fucking hell! Can we check if we're missing 
anything besides the fucking sax? Can we? Can we? Can 
we? Ha? 

helenna: Yes we can! Yes! Let's check. 
jato: Ok. Ok. Two electric guitars. 
bjorn: Check. 
jato: Two double basses. 
bjorn: Check. 

jato: One drum. 

One piano. 

One violin. 

Two trumpets. 

One French horn. 

One trombone. 

One cornet. 

Two samplers. 

bjorn: Co on... 

jato: On? 

bjorn: Yes, on! 

jato: You want to go on? 

bjorn: Yes, ON, I want to go ON! 

helenna: We're... We've arrived. We're here. 

jato: Ten travel bags. 

bjorn: Ten travel bags? No shit?! 

jato: Sixteen pairs of pants. 

bjorn: Sixteen pairs of pants? That's not what I fucking 
asked you! 

jato: An inexpressible amount of underwear. 
bjorn: A lot of underwear... I asked if we are missing 
something!!! 
jato: T-shirts. 

Socks. 

Scarves. 

And caps. 


helenna: We're... We're here. To play. Maybe just for you. 

We're here to play for you. 
bjorn: Co on! ON! ON! 
jato: Bjorn, you're stressed. 

You're a little stressed, Bjorn. 

bjorn: Everything's ok. Everything's ok. I just missed some 
sleep. I just didn't get enough fucking sleep! I just didn't 
get enough fucking sleep! I just didn't get enough 
fucking sleep!! 
jato: We know. 

bjorn: And I didn't dress up. I didn't have the time. 
helenna: Actually... 

bjorn: I had nothing to wear. And I had no time. But you're 
all dressed up. You just look fucking fantastic! 
jato: Where are you going after this? 

For some dinner? 

For a drink? 

For some sex? 

Sure! 

That's nice! 

bjorn: Co ahead! And thanks for showing up in such a great 
number! Really! Thanks! 

helenna: Because, we're here to play... For you. 

bjorn (desperate): But did we fucking bring everything? 
jato: Toothbrushes, hair shampoo, facial creams, nail 

scissors, deodorants for her and him, two hairdryers, 
four pairs of tweezers. 

helenna: Thank you from coming in such a great number! 
jato: One inhaler for asthma, painkillers from all over Europe, 
a few packs of tampons, even more packs of condoms, 
more than enough packs of cigarettes, and 15 grams of 
cocaine. 

helenna: 15... 15 grams of cocaine... 

bjorn: You think we didn't earn your trust? 

jato: While we were in Budapest, there was no cocaine. 

While we were in Budapest, you had a sax. Now you 
have 15 grams of cocaine. 

helenna: Where's your sax, Bjorn... Where's your sax... Bjorn... 

bjorn: Shut up! Shut up! Shut up! 

helenna: Where... 

bjorn: Shut up! 

jato: One ingrown nail. 

helenna: One unintentionally terminated pregnancy. 
jato: One asthma. 

helenna: One unintended miscarriage. 
jato: One epilepsy. One diabetes. 

Three allergies. One death. 
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Who? 

Our friend! It doesn't matter! 

Death. Death. Death. 

What happened to him? Heart attack? 

Heart attack. 

Yeah, the second one. 

That time it was fatal. 

Bad luck. So young. 

He was not so young. 

How old? 

Around 35. 

He was young. 

He wasn't young. 

But he wasn't old either. 

He was just right. 

But he started to lose hair. 

He got fat. Didn't look after himself. 

He ate junk food. Drank a lot of liquor. 

Didn't exercise. 

It was to be expected. 

He died last year. 

We buried him in Ingolstadt. Near Munich. 

Ruhe in Frieden, lieber Freund. 

Leni Riefenstahl was buried in Munich. 

Everybody knows that. No one will know of this guy. 

What was his name? 

We don't remember anymore. 

Doesn't matter. We didn't like him very much anyway. 

Zu viel schrechlich! 

helenna: We're here to play for you... Because... 

jato: Because... The more silence there is, it is easier to forget 
who we are. It is easier to forget what our voices 
sounded like. How we laughed. How we cried. It is not 
true that you cannot forget who you are. It just takes 
silence. Lots of silence. Silence creates insecurity. And 
insecurity eats at a person slowly. It makes you think 
twice about anything you mean to say. And with time, 
with time you forget how to open your mouth and 
construct a meaningful piece of sound. We were quiet 
for so long that we became totally useless. Until 
cobwebs started to envelop our vocal chords and rotten 
teeth. Until even the greatest demagogues among us 
became only chunks of boring meat with eyes that look 
for one single fixed point to cling to. Until that point 
became somebody else's eyes. Until those eyes became 
a sign of approval. Until those eyes stopped being eyes 
and become the scent of fresh cunt or thick erection. 
And then we stood up and followed those scents. And 
fucked them. Violently. Possessively. Until a cry that 
broke an entire eternity flew out of our throats again. 
We heard ourselves moaning uncontrollably under 


double or triple orgasms. The second cry started where 
the first ended. Sometimes they would overlap. That's 
when we rediscovered sound for the first time. It was 
different from anything we had heard until then. And 
that's when we decided to continue to fuck until all 
existing sound came out. Until pure pornography 
became the core motif of our existence. Ruthlessly, we 
tore cunts, chewed on clitorises, licked at each other 
from behind, sucked a couple of dicks at the same time, 
and throats became clear, cleared by those cries and 
then, right then, we decided to do music. But not just 
music. Because... 

bjorn: We're not a band. 
jato: We're not the communist party. 
helenna: We're not a religious movement, nor an activist 
organization. 

jato: We don't really play that well. 

We don't really understand your politics. 

We don't really believe in your Cod. 
bjorn: We're a bunch of complex-ridden, tired dicks and 
cunts of different ages and different nationalities. 
jato: Of different heights. 

Different musical talents. 

And differently resistant to pressure. 

jato: We don't know what to do with ourselves, nor how we 
got here. 

helenna: We celebrate when it's too early and cry when it's 
too late. 

bjorn: We're politically subversive, socially useless. 
helenna: Intellectually unavailable and physically 
unattractive. 

jato: We're everything you dislike and everything you don't 
need. 

helenna: We're the day-old kittens that got thrown into 
water. 

bjorn: And we're the drunk sex you don't remember the 
morning after. 

HELENNA: But... 

bjorn: From time to time... 

jato: When you least expect it... 

helenna: Somebody takes pity on one-day-old kittens and 
leaves them alive... 

helenna: It just takes a little patience. 
bjorn: It just takes a little tact... 
helenna: It just takes a little... 
bjorn: It just takes... A LITTLE. 
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SEVEN 

julia: ...to get to the bar. Get to the bar! You just need to get 
to the bar. You try to move next to the wall so that the 
number of people who might look at your stockings is 
reduced to a minimum, and everything is alright, you 
make yourself believe that everything is alright, 
although all the couples around you are now already 
involved in serious foreplay, out of my way, let me 
through, fuck all, go home and screw there, but that 
thought makes you even angrier so you additionally 
wish every couple a failed marriage or retarded children. 
You make your way to the crowded bar. You know 
you're horrible and neurotic, that you don't say hello to 
people you know and that you make friendly waves to 
absolute strangers, but really, that doesn't bother you 
at all. 

bartender: What can I get you. 
julia: Wine. White. 
bartender: Wine. White. 2dl, 3? 

julia: Whichever. If you want me to come for another glass 
earlier, then 2. If you want me to come later, then 3. In 
any case, I'll come and get another glass. 
bartender: Then 2. That would make it 4 soon. And not 6. 
Which is better! 

julia: I don't know. I don't know if it's better. I drink it up and 
ask for more. Pour me more. 

bartender: I pour you more. Another 2 dl. And now I'll go 
serve the gentleman over there. 
julia: I drink. I drink another 2 dl. I feel warmth crawling into 
my arms, and then into my whole body. I stop thinking 
about the run on my fucking too kn too expensive 
stockings from such-and-such shop. The bartender 
went to serve a gentleman. He's handsome. The 
gentleman. The bartender is not. Too tall, with too short 
legs and too big a behind. The gentleman is handsome. 
Just my type. But, the gentleman has a woman at his 
arm. And the bartender has a bottle of wine. So choose 
your preference. What will it be tonight? There, he's 
coming back. The bartender. Smile. 
bartender: Anything else, Madame? 
julia: Madame, he called you Madame, he obviously likes 
you, why else would he call you Madame. Another one, 
Monsieur, another one, you tell him, and he pours, and 
you drink, and he pours and you drink, and the fucking 
concert is already more than a half hour late, what the 
fuck are they doing in there, what the fuck should you 
tell the BARTENDER, you're not drunk enough to act like 
this yet, but the crowd around the bar has dispersed. 
bartender: Madame is waiting for someone. 
julia: Bravo, you genius, Madame is waiting for someone, 
that's why she drinks her fourth or fifth glass of wine 
alone at the bar, because she's waiting for her faithful 


man whose dick probably got stuck in his zipper in the 
bathroom, or, no, we're playing that game, like, we don't 
know each other, you know, so the sex would be more 
interesting afterwards. No, Madame isn't waiting for 
anybody except for another drink perhaps. 
bartender: You hold your liquor well. 
julia: That's why I don't hold myself well. 
bartender: You had a bad day, it seems. 
julia: I had a bad day, such a bad day, that on a value scale I 
weighed two people who died at the intersection of 
such-and-such street with such-and-such street 
against a stocking run. But enough of that. Through the 
window you can see police lights and the crowd getting 
bigger, not far away, but not close either. What the fuck 
is going on now. Maybe they caught the fucking jazzers 
with cocaine in the sax tubes and now everybody's 
going to jail, no concert, and you'll get drunk and screw 
the poorly built bartender. There, you have it all figured 
out. 

bartender: Look at that line of cars! Only the Pope's visit 
could beat this! 

julia: What? What could the fucking Pope beat?! 
bartender: This! Tomorrow... On the main square! This is his 
hotel I think! 

julia: This... Tomorrow, on the square this is his hotel?! What 
kind of construction is that?! You're so eloquent, 
fucking shit, you were about to say, but you bit your 
tongue before you did, and thank God you did, there's 
been a media frenzy over the event for weeks now, and 
you couldn't have cared less so of course you forgot 
that tonight HE that has THAT THING tomorrow is 
coming. Now you at least know why the whole city's 
blocked. 

bartender: Yeah, they're supposed to bring him to the 

hotel, but they're late, they should've been here earlier, I 
don't know why they're late, here, I'll pour you more. 
julia: Late, late, the great politician who has THAT THING 
tomorrow will sleep in the hotel just next to my 
concert, the great king of Istanbul, the Parisian tribe 
leader, the German maharaja, the Islamic president or 
the Nepalese general - he is late. The police, security 
service, killer dogs, coast guard, air defense and a few 
civilians exit the car, but it seems that they're only the 
welcoming committee, because that's still too few cars 
for HIM that has THAT THING tomorrow. You see them 
only as spots. Did they go too far or did you have too 
much to drink? Give me another glass. 
bartender: There you go Madame. 

julia: Here's how male-female relationships work. He may be 
as ugly as the holocaust consequences, but if he calls 
you Madame with a pleasant voice three times, that's it, 
he's got you... 
bartender: I'm pouring... 
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julia: He's pouring, but you can't seem to stop looking at 
those spots and police lights that you can see through 
the huge French window, and you think they might be 
late because of the accident, because they had to pass 
through such-and-such street, maybe that's it, what a 
fuss over one traffic accident, but no, that's surely not 
it, but the fuss in this room is diminishing because the 
band has apparently started going on stage and 
everybody's gone to their seats, and so have you, 
extending your glass to the tall catering Quasimodo, 
catching the few final drops of wine from the bottle, 
and, of course, his sexy wink you most definitely smiled 
at, but you don't know any more if it was from courtesy 
or you actually liked it... 

(...) 
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S lozila bih se s Lehmannovom recenicom da se povijest 
novog kazalista moze napisati kao povijest uzajamnog 
ometanja teksta i pozornice. Po mojem misljenju, u tom 
stalnom ometanju i nametanju svih cimbenika koji tvore i 
tekst i pozornicu, stvara se magicni jezik koji je neopisiv 
onoliko koliko je neopisiv spoj koji stvara hapax ili 
trenutnu spoznaju onoga sto kao produkt na sceni 
naposljetku dobivamo. Kada zapocinjemo s citanjem 
nekog teksta, zapocinjemo naivno i zaneseno, dopustajuci da nam recenica 
otvara meandre koji ce nas asocijativno zavesti (jer cemo im to dopustiti) i 
odvesti na krivi put. Ali ti krivi putovi, tek kad se spoje s onim sto nam na 
sceni nudi glumacko tijelo i njegova mizanscenost, u nekom suludom spoju, 
nama kao prvom ili drugom gledatelju, otvaraju niz pitanja. 

Tekstovi koje stvaramo za nas su poputtisucu puta preslusanih 
monologa koje vodimo same sa sobom, i tek se njihova fina i meka struktura 
upisana na papir pretvara u neki diskurs koji bi mogao nalikovati dramskom. 
Ali dramsko ne nastaje upisivanjem na papir, to upisivanje tekje put ka 
dramskom, koje nam izmice onoliko puta koliko nam izmicu i one najtanje 
nijanse koje pokusavamo dobiti u zjevovima izmedu recenog i ne-recenog, 
glumstvenog i ne-glumstvenog, komicnog i ne-komicnog, kao i tragicnog i 
ne-tragicnog. Kao suputnici ili supatnici tog istog teksta pojavljuju se 
glumacke tisine, ali i trazenja, ono sto ostaje zapisano u nekom pogledu 
izmedu dva izvodaca na sceni. Tek ti pogledi postaju dramski tekst, iako nisu 
upisani na papir. 

Nasa trazenja uvijek su dugotrajna i iziskuju koncentraciju stalnog i 
ponovnog trazenja istinolikosti onoga sto se govori i onoga sto se vidi. 

Upravo u nekoj nijansi razlike onoga sto glumac govori i onoga kako djeluje 
na sceni, stvara se pravi nacin upisivanja, ali i prenosenja onoga sto smo 
htjele. Ponekad je potrebno potpuno odbaciti sve recenice, zaboraviti ih i 
pokusati tek kroz jedan apstraktni pojam koji glumac ni iz cega unosi u svoje 
tijelo napisati/preispisati potpuno novi diskurs koji nije prenosiv na papir i cije 
pamcenje ostaje, ali i odlazi s glumcevim tijelom. Po mojem misljenju, tu 
nastaju najtocniji i najljepsi dramski tekstovi ili poezija ne-upisanog i ne- 
izrecenog, mjesta koja osim u glumackim tijelima ostaju zapisana i u ocima 
gledaca. Onih tihih, ali i aktivnih drugih koji pozorno nadopisuju sve sto mi 
nismo uspjele, i time zajedno s glumcima i njihovim tisinama ispisuju neke 
nove dramske tekstove, neprenosive jezikom, a zauvijek utisnute u njihove 
memorije. U pamcenjima onih koji odlaze, nastaju i nestaju predstave, a nama 
stvaraju obavezu jos jednog davanja i trazenja nekog novog jezika u nama 


samima. 
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Jelena 

Kovacic 

odgovara, 
oita Maja 
Sviben 


V ec samo citanje na svojevrstan nacin oznacava pocetak 
pisanja, ono je vec samo po sebi dio procesa pisanja ili 
ga barem pokrece, kao da citanje uzrokuje dijalog s 
procitanim, kao da trazi odgovor ili reakciju. Ono sto 
pisemo ne mora direktno biti vezano uz ono sto 
citamo, ali se na to asocijativno nadovezuje. U nasim 
predstavama uvijek razlikujemo dva teksta: tekst 
izvedbe i pisani tekst. Inzistiramo na tom razlikovanju. 
Redovito se dogada da sam pisani tekst nije ishodisna tocka predstave. Kako 
god izgledao proces na predstavi, prva faza pisanja uvijek su razgovori, tek 
onda dolaze replike, one ulaze u tekst, u njemu pronalaze svoje mjesto, 
gotovo svojevoljno, ponekad se osjecamo kao da je tekst vec napisan, a mi 
samo izabiremo rijeci, kombiniramo ponudeno. U tekstu nas uvijek zanimaju 
detalji, mali pomaci koji uzrokuju razliku. U tom smislu u tekstu izvedbe rijec 
cesto biva zamijenjena gestom, pogledom, reakcijom, tisinom, kao da scena 
nadopisuje sve ono sto tekst nije uspio. Ono sto ispisujemo nisu replike, vec 
kontekst, ono sto se dogada u pukotinama znacenja. Zbog toga recenica 
mora biti cista. Kad ju jednom ustanovimo, kad pronademo njen krajnji oblik, 
zelimo da ostane nepromijenjen, zato da se ne bi proizveo suvisak znacenja, 
da se njena namjera ne uprlja. Odnos s tekstom uvijek je dvostruk. U njemu se 
izmjenjuju uzivljavanje i distanciranje, upravo u tom distanciranju cuvamo 
funkciju dramaturga. Ne vezujemo se za tekstove kao na nesto samo po sebi 
razumljivo i zatvoreno. Oni nista ne zakljucuju, ne volimo stavljati tocke na 
recenice, jer im na taj nacin uskracujemo zivot asocijacija. Ono sto lik izgovara 
postaje bitno tek u suodnosu s onim kako i gdje to izgovara, te kome recenicu 
upucuje. U tom su smislu nasi tekstovi ovisni o svojoj izvedbi. Oni su tek 
jedan element cjelokupne izvedbe, ali tu ne postoji hijerarhija elemenata, 
tekst je jednako vazan kao i glazba, na primjer. Sve se dogada u formalnoj i 
sadrzajnoj kombinaciji svih elemenata predstave. U tom smislu o tekstu 
uvijek razmisljamo kroz izvedbu, modificiramo ga u odnosu na ono sto 
izvedba s njim zeli postici, odnosno, tocnije receno, u odnosu na ono sto 
izvedba zeli postici sama po sebi. Ne vjerujemo da je sasvim svejedno sto 
glumci na sceni izgovaraju, barem ne u onome sto mi radimo. Tekst je vazan, 
ali mu se ne priznaje hijerarhijsko mjesto najvaznijeg ili ishodisnog. On je u 
sluzbi predstave, jednako kao sto je predstava u sluzbi teksta. Za nas je jedan 
od kljucnih izazova iznalaziti nove odnose teksta i izvedbe. 


66 


Anica Tomic i Jelena Kovacic 

Oprostite, mogu li vam ispricati...? 


Frakcija #56/57 

Dramsko pismo oo 


Anica Tomic i Jelena Kovacic 



i \/ 







Q] 

m 


p □ 



^ — 




L l) 

j j 


_ C 


_ __ 


_L I I I 



D rama Oprostite, mogu li vam ispricati...? 

postavljena je 2008. godine u produkciji 
Zagrebackog kazalista mladih. Na 17. 
medunarodnom festivalu malih scena Rijeka 
predstavaje osvojila nagradu Veljko Maricic 
za dramaturgiju. Fragment drame bit ce 
objavljen u francuskom izdanju Anthologie du 
Theatre Croate urednika Natase Govedic, 
Dominique Dolmieua i Milosa Lazina, 
izdavacke kuce Maison d'Europe et d'Orient. 


1. RAZGOVOR ZA STOLOM U VRTU ISPRED KUCE - PRVI 

petar: Martini. 

Filip: Da nazdravimo. 
petar: Za vas dvoje. 
ana: Zato smo ovdje. 

Filip: I za vas dvoje. 

petar: Danas je vas dan, neka bude za vas. 

Filip: Sutra cemo nazdravljati za nas, danas za sve. 

Filip: Mogu li vam ispricati jednu tuznu pricu? 
ema: Ne. 
ana: Aja? 

ema: Ne, prvo fotografiranje. 
ana: Dosadna si. 
ema: Samojednu. 

ana: Jednu, ali onda me moras ostaviti na miru. 

Filip: Ajde i ti s njima. 
petar: Ja cu poslije. 

petar: Ana, lijevo, pola koraka. Dobro, malo okreni lice prema 
Emi. Dobro. Ne, ne, malo Ema glavu prema gore, Filipe 
ne vidim ti lice. Tako, Ana malo vise gore, opet si se 
pomaknula, blize. Tako! 
ema: Cekaj, cekaj, stol nije cist. 

Filip: To se nece vidjeti. 
ema: Vidjet ce se... Evo ga. 
ana: Ja bih ipak u sredinu. 

petar: Ne, to nije dobro. Filip mora biti u sredini, on je najvisi. 
Filip: Da, ovo je najbolje. 
petar: Tako. 

ema: Ne. Mi stojimo na krivom mjestu. Idemo tamo. 
petar: Ovdje nema svjetla. Idemo tamo. 
ema: Ne. Idemo tamo. 
petar: Ne idemo tamo. 

ema: Ne! Ne! Ne! Ne! Tu! Ovdje je dobro. Sjednite . 


Anica Tomic i Jelena Kovacic 

Oprostite, mogu li vam ispricati...? 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


67 


2. / 3. STRAH - PRVI 

ema: Ovaj stol je napravio moj muz. 
filip: Stol je stajao u vrtu. 

ana: Moj je otac uvijek govorio daje za svaku obitelj od 
najvece vaznosti stol. 
petar: Za njim se stvara obitelj. 
ema: Makar se za njim ne progovori ni rijeci. 
ema: Daj mi taj pistolj, jebem ti mater. 
ema: Ajde! 

FILP: Ja cu sada preuzeti ulogu oca. 

otac: Prestani! 

ana: Strah me. 

otac: Sto si rekla? 

ana: Mrzim te. 

ema: Nemoj ga izazivati. 

otac: Suti. 

ema: Sto to radis? Spusti to! 

otac: Sto spusti, jebem ti mater bezobraznu! Sto places, 
jebem ti mater! 
ema: Nemoj! 

otac: Sto nemoj! Jebem vam mater! Sto se bojis, a? 

ema: Makni se od nje! 

otac: Necu ti nista! Sta si se usrala! 

ana: Reci mu da prestane! 

otac: Suti! Suti! Jebem ti mater! Sto se bojis, a? Prestani 
plakati! Cujes? Prestani plakati! 

4. RAZCOVOR ZASTOLOM U VRTU ISPRED KUCE - DRUCIA 

petar: Stol je cist. 
filip: Vrlo cist. 

ana: Mogu li vam ja sada nesto ispricati? 
ema: Ne. Nesto nedostaje. Znam! Cvijece. 
svi: Aaaaaa! 

ana: Mozemo i bez cvijeca. 

ema: Bit ce Ijepse s cvijecem. Sto da naberem? Znam! 

Tulipane! Mogu sama. 
ema: Daj mi te tulipane, jebem ti mater!!! 
filip: Mogu li vam ja ispricati jednu strasnu pricu? 
petar: Moguja. 
ana: Ne, ja cu vam ispricati. 
ema: Ne... Nesto nedostaje. Znam. Cvijece. 
filip: Sto cete popiti? 
petar: Svejedno. 
filip: Da ja izaberem? 
petar: Da. 

filip: Onda neka bude martini. 

filip: Martini! Za martini je najbolja casa od debelog stakla. 
Kao sto je ova. Prvo se stavlja led, led mora biti 
prvorazredan, vrlo hladan. Vrlo cvrst. Samo, leda nema. 
Zatim promijesamo. I serviramo. Izvolite! 


petar: Hvala! 
filip: Da nazdravimo? 
petar: Bez Erne? 

filip: Nazdravit cemo josjednom kad se vrati. 

ema: Evo ga. Sad se mozemo fotografirati. 

petar: Jesi li vidjela kako su tvojoj majci uspjeli tulipani? 

ana: Uvijek joj uspiju. 

petar: Trudila se. 

ema: Napravit cu od njih buket za sutrasnje vjencanje. 
ana: Uvenut ce do sutra. 

ema: Nabrat cu nove. Ovi su za fotografiranje. Idemo. 
ana: Ne da mi se vise. 

ema: Onda cemo Filip i ja. Sjedni kraj mene. Cekaj, cekaj, case. 

petar: Mozda bolje da ustanete, Ema. 

ema: Ne, sjedit cemo. Sjedni pokraj mene. 

filip: Ne, bolje da ustanemo. 

ema: Ne, sjedit cemo. 

filip: Ne ustat cemo. 

5. ANINA PRICA 

ana: Oprostite, mogu li vam ispricati jednu tuznu pricu? 
ema: Naravno. 

ana: Jedne veceri hodala sam ulicom... ne! Jedne veceri 

sanjala sam jedan cudan san. Flodala sam ulicom, biloje 
mracno, na ulici nije bilo nikoga, kada sam dosla do 
svoje kuce pokucalasam navrata. Otvorila mijejedna 
zena kojaje izgledala kao moja majka. Ja sam je pitala: 
"Oprostite, zar ovdje ne stanuje moj otac?" Ona mi je 
odgovorila: "Ne, njega vec odavno nema." "Nemoguce, 
nitko mi nije javio.", rekla sam. 

"Zao mi je." 

"Znate li mozda gdje je?" 

"Ne, ne znam." 

"Koliko dugo ga nema?" 

"Ne znam." 

"Mogu li uci?" 

"Ne." 

"Molim vas, moram ga naci." 

"Maknite se, ovdje nema nikoga. Zivim sama." 

"Mi smo imali isti ovakav stol, takav stol je napravio moj 
otac." 

"Bas me briga!" 

"Molim vas, pustite me da udem!" 
ema: Maknite se! 

ana: "Samo da pogledam, mozda ga ipak nadem." 
ema: Maknite se! Maknite se! 
ana: "Pustite me!" 
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6. RAZGOVOR ZA STOLOM U VRTU - DRUGI B 

petar: Ja sam sanjao jedan cudan san. 
ana: Bas me briga. 

filip: Mogu li vam ja sada ispricati jednu strasnu pricu? 
ana: Ne sada, poslije. Nece! 
petar: Idemotamo. Nece. 
ana: Idemo tamo. Nece. 
petar: Idemotamo. Nece. 
filip: Pticica - nece. 
filip: Mogu li vam ja sada ispricati? 
ema: Ne. Sad cemo sjediti. I smijat cemo se. I slusat cemo 
glazbu. Kako ja volim talijanske kancone. 
petar: Ovakoje najbolje. 
ema: Znam. 

filip: Ti uvijek znas kako je najbolje. 
ema: Uvijek. 

filip: Ja sam pravi sretnik. Pronaci u mojim godinama ovakvu 
zenu... Mogu li sada ispricati jednu strasnu pricu? 
ema: Ne. 

ana: Pravi sretnik. 

petar: Filip, pogledajte prema Emi. Tako. 
ema: Nasmij se. Jace. 
petar: Nece? 
filip: Da vidim. 

petar: Sto cete popiti? Martini? 
ana: To je trebalo biti za sutra. 
ema: Sutra cemo piti sampanjac. 
ana: Kao na pravom vjencanju. 
ema: Da. 

filip: Evo, tko se hoce fotografirati? 

ana: Ja bih vam sada ispricala jos jednu pricu. 

ema: Ne, fotografiraj Anu i Petra. Tu, ispred stola. 

ana: Nemoj. 

ema: Samo jednu. 

ana: Jednu, ali onda nas moras pustiti na miru. 
petar: Ja cu sjesti pokraj Ane? 
ema: Uzmi cvijece. 
ana: Mozemo i bez toga. 

ema: Bit ce Ijepse s cvijecem. Kako bi ti bila krasna mlada. 

ana: Jednog dana. 

ema: Jednog dana ce biti prekasno. 

ana: Prestani. 

ema: Tako Mozes ga malo podici da se bolje vidi. 

ema: Petre, ti pogledaj Anu, tako, i ti Ana njega. Smijete se. 

Tako. Krasno. Ovo ce biti sjajna fotografija. 
filip: Pticica! Nece. 
ema: Steta. 


7. SAN O ZENI KOJA PLACE 

filip: Najbolje da vam ja sada ispricam jednu strasnu pricu? 
petar: Moze. 

filip: Kada sam se nakon visegodisnjeg izbivanja vratio u 
svoju zemlju, mojaje kuca bila na istom mjestu na 
kojem sam ju i ostavio. Te veceri puhao je snazan vjetar, 
psi su zavijali. Moji su koraci odjekivali pustim gradom. 
Kada sam otkljucao vrata, zacuo sam neko cudno 
jecanje. Pratio sam zvukjecaja i dosao do jednog stola. 
Pod njimje plakalajedna zena. Jasamje pitao: "Zasto 
places?" Ona mi je odgovorila. 
ema: Molim? 
filip: Zasto places? 
ema: Sto? 
filip: Zasto places? 
ema: Zato sto sam nesretna. 
filip: Sto radis ovdje? 
ema: Ha? 

filip: Sto radis ovdje? 
ema: Cekam svoga muza. 
filip: Koliko ga dugo vec cekas? 
ema: Otkad je otisao u rat. 
filip: Hoce li se vratiti? 
ema: Sto? 

filip: Hoce li se vratiti? 
ema: Nece. 

filip: Zasto ga onda cekas? 

ema: Ne znam. Jeste li vi ikada bili u ratu? Jeste li vi ikada bili 
u ratu? 

filip: Ne... Nisam zelio id u rat, jer rat znaci smrt, a smrt se 
tesko zaboravlja. 

8. TISINA 


9. GLAZBA / PLES 

petar: Mogu li vam sada ispricati svoju tuznu pricu? 

SVI : Ne. 

to. PETROVA TUZNA PRICA 

petar: Mogu li vam sadaja ispricati jednu tuznu pricu? 

ema: Naravno. 

petar: Sjednite! Zovem se Petar, nasu je kucu jednog jutra 
pogodila granata, majka je kuhala kavu i poginula na 
mjestu, otac je citao novine i umro u bolnici nakon tri 
dana. I ja sam htio umrijeti, ali nisam uspio... 

ema: Daj mi tu vodu, jebem ti mater. 
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petar: A sada, volio bih ubijati ljude, zelio bih zaklati 

najmanje desetoro ljudi, ubijao bih ih jednog po jednog, 
metak u celo, prerezan grkljan, rasporio bih im utrobe, 
velikim nozem, polako, duboko, do crijeva. Lomio bih im 
kosti. Iskopao bih im oci, i nagurao ih u njihova nacerena 
usta, rastvorio bih im glave, izvadio mozak, i gazio po 
njemu debelim, prljavim donovima. Odrezao bih im 
dlanove i noge. Njihove bih utrobe napunio bombama, a 
onda gledao kako se rasprskavaju u nepovrat. Zavezao 
bih ih za stolice, izbusio deset rupa na tijelu i onda 
cekao da polako umru, dok im sva krv ne otece iz 
njihovih napuhanih tijela. Udarao bih ih lancima, do krvi, 
pa do kostiju, sve dok im se svaki misic ne pretvori u 
kasu. Mrcvario bih ih do besvijesti. Onda bih ubio sebe, 
objesio bih se na glavnom trgu, na debelo uze, volio bih 
tako visjeti tjednima, sve dok mi tijelo ne prekriju rojevi 
muha. Ali ne mogu to napraviti. 

11./12. RAZCOVOR ZA STOLOM U VRTU ISPRED KUCE 3A / 
OCEVASMRT 

ema: Cujes? 
petar: M-m. 

ema: Muha, promasila sam. 

Filip: Cdje su case? 
petar: Sad cu ih donijeti. 
ana: Ja cu. 

ema: Ne, ti sjedi. Idem ja. 
filip: Pomoci cu ti. 
ema: Mogu sama. 

filip: Treba kupiti novi stol. Ovaj ce se raspasti. 
ana: Ovaj stol je napravio moj otac. 
filip: Znam. 

ana: Moj otacje poginuo u ratu. Kad su nam javili bioje 
mrtav vec tri dana. Potpuno hladan, i pokopan negdje 
na brzinu. Legni. 
filip: Ovako? 
ema: Ne. Ovako. 

ana: Pokopan u plitkom grobu, u rupi koju su iskopali 

rukama, a onda zatrpali nogama, brzo da se ne usmrdi, 
jer je bilo vruce, a meso se brzo kvari na vrucini. 
ema: Zato nad njegovim grobom nisu mogli plakati, jer su 

prvo povracali, pa su onda plakali nad svojom rigotinom, 
vjerujuci kako placu nad njegovim raspadnutim tijelom. 
Njegovo je truplo bilo zastrasujuci primjer ostalim 
truplima, raspuknuto, raskomadano, bez svog pocetka i 
kraja. 

ana: Jebem ja njemu mater, neka ide u kurac, boli me kurac 
sto tu sad lezi mrtav, gusim se po noci, ne mogu 
spavati, cujem ga kako dolazi, gleda me. Kad je prvi put 
otisao, rekao je da to radi zbog nas, da ce biti bolje, da 
cemo biti sretni. Kad se vratio, vise nista nije bilo kao 


prije, sjedio bi za stolom i plakao. Ako bih ja pocela 
plakati, udario bi me, tako da bih pala sa stolice. U ladici 
je drzao bombe, rekao je ako sve propadne, da se 
moramo ubiti, da moramo ici s njim. Rekao mije daje 
ubijao ljude, zbog mene. Ja nisam htjela da on ubija. 
Rekao je da sam nezahvalna i da pazim sto govorim. 
Rekao je da i mene moze ubiti. Da on jedini ima pravo 
na to. On me napravio, on ce me i ubiti. Jebem ja njemu 
mater, jebem ti takvog oca, boli me kurac za sve sto je 
vidio, meni je bilo dovoljno da vidim njega. Jebem ja 
mater njegovim bombama i ratnim poklicima. Neka idu 
svi u kurac, smrde, zaudaraju, gade mi se, gadi mi se 
ovdje, jebem ti mater ovakvoj zemlji, boli me kurac za 
vase traume, kao sto i vas boli za moju. Jebem ja vama 
mater. Placite, ridajte, vristite, boli me kurac, i ja placem, 
kome puca kurac za to. Nikome. Nikome ni ne treba 
pucat, jebem ja svima mater, sto hocete od mene 
jebene seljacine. Neka ide sve u tri picke materine, 
ionako nije ispalo onako kako sam ja htjela, ionako me 
nitko nije pitao sto ja hocu, nitko me nije pitao, nitko me 
nije pitao, nitko me nije pitao. 
filip: Mogu li sad ustati? 
ana: Mozes. 

13. RAZCOVOR ZA STOLOM U VRTU ISPRED KUCE - 3B 

filip: Sad cemo nazdraviti. 

ana: Ja bih vam htjela ispricati josjednu pricu. 

ema: Ne, prvo fotografiranje. Ana, Petar i ja. 

petar: Ja cu poslije. 

ema: Ne, sada. 

filip: Za uspomenu. Stanite iza stola. Ti, Petre u sredinu. 

ema: Bolje da ja stanem u sredinu. 

filip: Ne, Petar je najvisi. 

ema: Kakve to veze ima. Ja cu biti u sredini. 

petar: Takoje, majka u sredini. 

ema: A otac fotografira. 

ana: On nije niciji otac. 

filip: Ne, nije dobro, Petar mora biti u sredini, a vas dvije 
zamijenite mjesta. 

petar: Neka Ema bude u sredini. Meni je svejedno. 
filip: Najbolje bi bilo da Ema sjedne, a vas dvoje ostanite 
stajati. 
ema: Ovako? 

filip: Da. Ana, ti malo blize Petru, jos malo. Tako. Smijte se. 
Odlicno. 

ema: Ne. Cekaj. Nesto nedostaje. Znam, cvijece. 

ana: Mozemo i bez cvijeca. 

ema: Bit ce Ijepse s cvijecem. Uzet cu tulipane. 

ana: Ne mogu vise stajati. 

petar: Onda sjedni. 

ema: Evo ga. 
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petar: Vidis kako su tvojoj majci uspjeli tulipani. 
filip: Uvijekjoj uspiju. 

ema: Napravit cu buket za sutrasnje vjencanje. 
ana: Uvenut ce do sutra. 
ema: Nabrat cu nove. Digni seja cu sjediti. 
ana: Kako hoces. 

filip: Idemo, Petre malo blize Ani, tako. Smijte se. Jace. 

ema: Ne, ne, ne, cekaj! Stavit cu i pticu. 

petar: Sto cete staviti? 

ema: Pticu. To mi je Filip poklonio. 

ema: Daj mi tu pticu, jebala te ptica jebem ti mater! 

ana: Divno. 

filip: To je moj osobni trofej. 
petar: Nisam znao da se time bavite. 
ema: Ovo ce biti krasno. Izgleda kao prava. 
ana: Odvratnaje. 

filip: Idemo, smijte se. Ana, smij se! 

ema: Cekaj, mi stojimo na krivom mjestu. Idemo tamo. 

ana: Ne. Ovdje nema svjetla. Idemo tamo. 

ema: Ne, idemo tamo. 

petar: Ne, ovdje nije dobro. Idemo tamo. 

filip: Ne, idemo tamo. 

14. O VRTU / EMIN MONOLOG / TEROR 

petar: I sto sad? 

ema: A sada bih ja zeljela da mi Filip kaze da je moj vrt divan. 
filip: Tvoj vrt je predivan. 

ema: Flvala, jako se brinem o njemu. Sada bih htjela da mi 
Petar kaze da se to vidi i da mi Ana kaze sto sam sve 
posadila 

petar: To se jako vidi. 

ana: Posadila si cinije, macuhice, petunije, pupavice, prkose, 
ruze i tulipane. 

ema: Obozavam tulipane. Sadim ih u proljece. 
filip: Ja najvise volim ruze. Crvene. 
ana: Meni su draze bijele. 

ema: Polijevam ih ujutro i navecer. Koristim organsko gnojivo. 
petar: Organsko gnojivo je najbolje. 
filip: Tulipani izgledaju cudno. 

ema: Bolesni su. Listovi su im puni zuckastih licinki. One seru i 
rastu, buse hodnike u listovima. 
filip: Umrijet ce. 
ema: Posaditcu nove. 
filip: Odlicna ideja. 

ana: Hajde nam sad ti ispricaj jednu tuznu pricu. 
ema: Ja nemam tuznu pricu. 
ana: Imas. Hajde, ispricaj nam. 

ema: Moj muz je volio nas vrt. Zajedno smo brinuli o njemu. 
Moj muz je volio vrt, a ja sam voljela njega. Ponekad 
smo satima sjedili u vrtu i slusali ptice. Nista nismo 


govorili. Samo smo slusali. Nisam htjela da ide, ali je 
otisao. Dugo ga nije bilo. Cekala sam ga u nasem vrtu, 
za stolom koji je napravio prije nego sto je otisao u rat. 
Ponekad sam sjedila satima, cekala sam da mi kaze da je 
sve gotovo i da se vise ne trebam bojati. Da se njega 
vise ne trebam bojati. Jedne veceri vratio se kasno, 
nismo znali da ce doci, nismo vec danima znali gdje je. 
Ne, nije bilo tako. Ana je pocela plakati. Aja... ja sam 
ugasila svjetla. I nista se nije vidjelo jer je vani bio mrak. 
petar: I onda? 

ema: I onda smo zaculi korake... 
petar: I? 
ema: Culi smo... 

filip / otac: Gdje ste? Gdje ste, picka vam materina? Gdje 
ste, picka li vam materina? 
filip / otac: Ema! Ema! Cega se bojis? Mene? 
ema: Sto to radis? Spusti to! 
filip / otac: Ovog se bojis? 
ema: Makni se od nje! 
filip / otac: I ja se bojim, koga boli kurac! 
ana: Pusti me! 
filip / otac: Sta se deres? 
ema: Makni se od nje! 
filip / otac: Ti suti! 
ema: Makni se od nje! 

filip / otac: Rekao sam ti da sutis! Jebem ti mater! 
ema: Ne. Ne, nije bilo tako. 
filip: Nego? 

ema: Ne znam. Ne sjecam se. Mislim da ipak nisam ugasila 
svjetla. 
filip: Aha... 

15. RAZGOVOR ZA STOLOM U VRTU ISPRED KUCE 4 

filip: Da nazdravimo? 

petar: Za vas dvoje. 

filip: I za vas dvoje. 

petar: Da se fotografiramo? 

ema: Pred praznim stolom? 

filip: Poslije cemo pred punim. 

ema: Ne, donijet cu case. I martini. 

ana: To je trebalo biti za sutra. 

ema: Sutra cemo piti sampanjac. 

petar: Prvo fotografiranje. 

ema: Da nikad ne zaboravimo ovaj divan dan. 

ana: Bas divan. 

filip: Gdje cemo se fotografirati? 

ema: Za stolom. Ana, sjedni pokraj mene. A ti Petre stani iza 
nas, Filip ce nas fotografirati. 
petar: Ja cu poslije. 
ema: Ne sada. 
filip: Spremni? 


Anica Tomic i Jelena Kovacic 

Oprostite, mogu li vam ispricati...? 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


71 


ema: Smijte se. 
filip: Moze? 

ema: Ne, ne, cekaj! Cvijece, stavit cu cvijece na stol, bit ce 
Ijepse. 

filip: Odlicna ideja. 

ema: Tulipani su ove godine predivni. 

filip: Sto si rekao? 

petar: Nista. 

ema: Ana, uzmi ti cvijece, tako, bas ti pristaje. Cujes? 

petar: Muhe. 

ema: Promasila sam. 

filip: Da donesem pticu? 

ema: Odlicna ideja. 

ana: Odvratno. Ja se ne zelim s tim fotografirati. 
ema: Samo jednu. To mi je Filip poklonio. 
filip: Idemo. 

ema: Ne, cekaj, donijet cu stolnjak. 

ana: Ne treba nam stolnjak, dobro je i ovako. 

ema: Ne, bit ce Ijepse sa stolnjakom, ovaj stol je tako ruzan. 

petar: Mogu li vam jos nesto ispricati? 

ema: Ne. 

ana: Cujes? 

petar: Ne. 

ana: Opetje dosla. 

petar: Evojosjedne. 

ana: Svida im se ova mrtva ptica. 

ema: Cluposti, to je od vrucine. 

ema: Idemo, fotografiranje. 

filip: Nece. 

ema: Nece? 

ema: Steta, ovo je mogla biti tako krasna fotografija. 
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would agree with Lehmann's statement that the history of new 
theatre can be written as a history of mutual obstructions between 
text and stage. According to me, it is in that permanent obstruction 
and imposition of all those factors that constitute both the text 
and the stage that a magic language emerges, which is just as 
indescribable as the link that creates the hapax or the momentary 
insight into that which eventually comes out as the stage product. 
When we begin to read a text, we approach it with naivete and 
enthusiasm, allowing each sentence to open meanders that will seduce us 
into associations (because we will let them do it) and take us astray. But 
when these aberrations merge with that which the actor's body and its mise- 
en-scene character offers to us into some sort of crazy fusion, for us as the 
first or the second spectators, that creates lots of questions. 

The texts that we create for ourselves are like monologues that we have 
heard a thousand times, monologues that we have with ourselves, and it is 
only their fine and soft texture noted down on paper that will transform 
them into a discourse that might resemble dramatic theatre. But the 
dramatic does not emerge from noting down these things on paper; that 
inscription is only a path towards the dramatic, which escapes us as often as 
the finest nuances that we seek to obtain in gaps between what has been 
said and what has not, between the acting and not-acting, comical and non- 
comical, and also tragic and non-tragic. The co-travellers and co-sufferers of 
that text are the acting silences and quests, that which remains inscribed in a 
look exchanged between two performers on stage. It is these looks that 
become the dramatic text, even though they haven't been noted down on 
paper. 

Our quests are always long and require concentrated, permanent, and 
repeated search for the veracity of what is said and what is seen. And it is 
precisely in some nuance between what the actor utters and how it appears 
on stage that generates the true way of inscribing things and transmitting 
what we wanted. Sometimes it may be necessary to reject some sentences 
altogether, to forget them and try to write/rewrite an entirely new discourse 
out of a single abstract notion that the actor brings into his body, out of 
nothing, a discourse that is not transferrable onto a piece of paper, yet its 
memory lingers on, leaving only with the actor's body. In my opinion, this is 
where the most accurate and most beautiful dramatic texts or poetry of the 
non-inscribed and non-uttered are created, places that remain inscribed not 
only in the actors' bodies, but also in the eyes of the spectators. Of those 
quiet, yet active Others that carefully add everything that we have failed to 
write, thus writing some new dramatic texts with their silences, together 
with the actors, texts that can't be transmitted through language, but remain 
forever imprinted in their memories. It is somewhere there that the 
performances emerge and vanish, in the memories of those who will go 
away, leaving us with the obligation to give and seek once more a new 
language within ourselves. 
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t is the very reading that marks the beginning of writing in a way; it 
is in itself a part of the writing process or at least initiates it, as if 
the reading were the cause of the dialogue with what has been 
read, as if demanding a response or reaction. What we write needn't 
be necessarily related to what we read, but it is associated with it 
and builds upon it. In our performances, we always distinguish 
between two texts: the text of the performance and the written 
text. And we insist on that differentiation. It regularly happens that 
the written text as such is not the starting point for the performance. 
Whatever the performance process may look like, the first phase of writing 
always consists of conversations, which then lead to the script, entering the 
text and finding their own place within it, almost arbitrarily; sometimes we 
feel as if the text were already written, and we only select the words, 
combine what is offered. Within the text, we are always interested in details, 
small shifts that make a difference. In that sense, in the performance text 
words often get substituted through gestures, looks, reactions, silence, as if 
the stage were adding whatever the text failed to include. What we write 
down is not the script, but the context, what happens in the cracks of 
meaning. That's why sentences need to be pure. Once we establish a 
sentence and find its final form, we want it to remain unaltered to prevent a 
surplus of meaning, the pollution of its intent. Our relationship with the text 
is always ambiguous. It alternates immersion and distancing, and it is 
precisely in that distance that we retain our function as dramaturges. We 
don't get attached to the texts as something that is self-understandable and 
enclosed. There is no conclusion to them; we prefer not to place periods at 
the end of sentences, since thus we would deprive them of their life of 
associations. What the character says becomes important only in its relation 
to the why and where he or she says it, or to whom the sentence is directed. 
In that sense, our texts depend on their performance. They are only a part of 
the whole, but without an essential hierarchy of elements: the text is equally 
important as the music, for example. It all happens in a combination of all 
elements of performance, both formal and substantial. That is why we 
always think of the text through performance, we modify it according to 
what the performance may achieve with it, or rather, what the performance 
may want to achieve in itself. We don't believe that it doesn't matter what 
the actors are saying on stage, at least not in what we're doing. The text is 
important, but is not assigned the hierarchical place of primacy or origin. It 
remains in the service of performance, just as the performance remains in 
the service of text. For us, finding out new relationships between text and 
performance is one of the key challenges. 
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E xcuse Me, May I Tell You...? was staged in 
2008, in the production of Zagreb Youth 
Theatre. At the 17 th International Small Scenes 
Theatre Festival Rijeka, the performance won 
the Veljko Mariclc award for dramaturgy. A 
fragment of the play will be published in the 
French edition of Anthologie du Theatre 
Croate, edited by Natasa Govedic, Dominique 
Dolmieu, and Milos Lazin, published by 
Maison d'Europe et d'Orient. 


1. CONVERSATION AT THE TABLE IN THE CARDEN IN 
FRONT OF THE HOUSE - FIRST 

petar: Martini. 

Filip: Let's make a toast. 
petar: To the two of you. 
ana: That's why we're here. 

Filip: And to the two of you. 

petar: Today's your day; let's make it to you. 

Filip: Tomorrow we'll drink to us, today to all of us. 

Filip: Can I tell you a sad story? 
ema: No. 
ana: Can I? 

ema: No, let's take pictures first. 
ana: You're boring. 
ema: Just one. 

ana: One, but then you have to leave me in peace. 

Filip: Go with them. 
petar: I'll go later. 

petar: Ana, to the left, half a step. Good, now turn your face 
a little more towards Ema. Good. No, no, Ema look up a 
bit, Filip I can't see your face. Like that, Ana up a little, 
you've moved again, closer. That's right! 
ema: Wait, wait, the table isn't cleared. 

Filip: You won't see that. 

ema: You'll see... There. 

ana: I'd rather stand in the middle. 

petar: No, that's not good. Filip has to stand in the middle, 
he's the tallest. 

Filip: Yes, that's the best way. 
petar: Like that. 

ema: No. We're standing in the wrong spot. Let's go over 
there. 
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petar: There's no light here. Let's go over there. 

ema: No. Let's go over there. 

petar: No let's go over there. 

ema: No! No! No! No! Here! Here is good. Sit down. 

2./3. FEAR-FIRST 

ema: My husband made this table. 

Filip: It used to stand in the garden. 

ana: My father always used to say that the table is of great 
importance to every family. 
petar: Families are made at it. 
ema: Even though not a word is spoken at it. 
ema: Give me that gun, motherfucker. 
ema: Come on! 

FILP: Now I'll take over the role of the father. 

father: Stop it! 

ana: I'm scared. 

father: What did you say? 

ana: I hate you. 

ema: Don't provoke him. 

FATHER: Shut Up. 

ema: What are you doing? Put that down! 
father: What do you mean put it down, insolent 

motherfucker! Why are you fucking crying now! 
ema: Don't! 

father: Don't fucking what! Fucking motherfuckers! What 
are you afraid of, eh? 
ema: Get away from her! 

father: I won't hurt you! Why'd you shit in your pants! 
ana: Tell him to stop! 

father: Shut up! Shut up! Fucking hell! What are you afraid 
of, eh? Stop crying! Do you hear me? Stop crying! 

4. CONVERSATION AT THE TABLE IN THE CARDEN IN 
FRONT OF THE HOUSE - SECOND A 

petar: The table's clean. 
filip: Very clean. 

ANA. Can I tell you something now? 

ema: No. Something's missing. I know! Flowers. 

everybody: Aaaaaah! 

ana: We can do without flowers. 

ema: It would be nicer with flowers. Which ones shall I pick? I 
know! Tulips! I can do it myself. 
ema: Give me those tulips, you motherfucker!!! 
filip: Can I tell you a horrible story now? 
ana: No. 
petar: Can I? 
ana: No. Can I? 
petar and filip: No! 


filip: What'll you have? 
petar: Anything. 
filip: Shall I choose for you? 
petar: Yes. 

filip: Then let it be a martini. A thick glass is best for a 
martini. Like this one. First you put in ice, it has to be 
first class, very cold. Very firm. Except that we have no 
ice. Then stir. And serve. Here you go! 
petar: Thank you! 
filip: Shall we make a toast? 
petar: Without Ema? 

filip: We'll toast once more when she returns. 
ema: Here we go. Now we can take a picture. 
petar: Did you see how well your mother's tulips turned 
out? 

ana: They always do. 
petar: She made an effort. 

ema: I'll make a bouquet for the wedding tomorrow. 
ana: They'll fade by tomorrow. 

ema: I'll pick new ones. These are for the picture. Let's go. 
ana: I don't feel like it anymore. 

ema: Then Filip and I will. Sit next to me. Wait, wait, our 
glasses. 

petar: Maybe you should stand up, Ema. 
ema: No, we'll sit. Sit next to me. 
filip: No, it's better if we stand. 
ema: No, we'll sit. 
filip: No, we'll stand. 

5. ANA'S STORY 

ana: Excuse me, can I tell you a sad story? 
ema: Of course. 

ana: One evening I was walking down the street, no! One 
evening I had a strange dream. I was walking down the 
street, it was dark, there was nobody around, and when 
I reached my house I knocked at the door. A woman 
who looked like my mother opened the door. I asked 
her: "Excuse me, doesn't my father live here?" She 
answered: "No, he hasn't been around for a long time 
now." "Impossible, nobody told me anything." I said. 
"I'm sorry." 

"Do you know where he is?" 

"No, I don't." 

"How long has he been gone?" 

"I don't know." 

"Can I come in?" 

"No." 

"Please, I have to find him..." 

"Go away, there's nobody here. I live alone." 

"We had a table just like this one, my father made a table like 
that." 
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"I don't care!" 

"Please, let me come in." 
ema: "Co away." 

ana: "Just let me have a look, maybe I'll find him." 
ema: Co away! Co away! 
ana: Leave me alone! 


6. CONVERSATION AT THE TABLE IN THE CARDEN - 
SECOND B 

petar: I had a weird dream too. 
ana: I don't care. 

filip: Can I tell you a horrible story now? 
ana: Not now, later. It won't work! 
petar: Let's go over there. It won't work. 
ana: Let's go over there. It won't work. 
petar: Let's go over there. It won't work. 
filip: Cheese - it won't work. 
filip: Can I now tell you... 

ema: No. Now we will sit. And laugh. And listen to music. 

How I like Italian songs. 
petar: This is the best way. 
ema: I know. 

filip: You always know the best way. 
ema: Always. 

filip: I really am a lucky man. To find such a woman at my 
age... Can I tell you a horrible story now? 
ema: No. 

ana: A really lucky man. 

petar: Filip, look towards Ema. That's right. 

ema: Smile. Harder. 

petar: It won't work? 

filip: Let me see. 

petar: What'll you have to drink? Martini? 
ana: That was supposed to be for tomorrow. 
ema: Tomorrow we'll drink champagne. 
ana: Like at a proper wedding. 
ema: Yes. 

filip: Here, who wants to take a picture? 
ana: I would like to tell you another story now. 
ema: No, take a picture of Ana and Petar. Here, in front of the 
table. 
ana: Don't. 
ema: Just one. 

ana: One, but then you'll have to leave us in peace. 

petar: Should I sit next to Ana? 

ema: Take the flowers. 

ana: We can do without them. 

ema: It will be nicer with flowers. You'd make such a pretty 
bride. 

ana: Some day. 

ema: Some day it will be too late. 


ana: Stop it. 

ema: Right. Hold it a little higher so I can see it better. 
ema: Petar, look at Ana, right, and you Ana look at him. Smile. 

Right. Very nice. This will be a great picture 
filip: Cheese! It won't work. 
ema: Too bad. 


7. DREAM OF A WOMAN CRYING 

filip: It'd be best if I tell you a horrible story now? 
petar: Of course. 

filip: When I returned to my country after years of being 
away, my house was still in the same place where I had 
left it. A strong wind was blowing that evening, the 
dogs were howling. My steps echoed in the deserted 
town. As I unlocked the door, I heard a strange 
moaning. I followed the sound and came to a table. 
Underneath it a woman was crying. I asked her: Why are 
you crying? She answered me. 
ema: Pardon me? 
filip: Why are you crying? 
ema: What? 

filip: Why are you crying? 
ema: Because I'm unhappy. 
filip: What are you doing here? 
ema: Huh? 

filip: What are you doing here? 

ema: I'm waiting for my husband. 

filip: How long have you been waiting for him? 

ema: Since he left for the war. 

filip: Will he return? 

ema: What? 

filip: Will he return? 

ema: He won't. 

filip: Then why are you waiting for him? 
ema: I don't know. Were you ever in the war? Were you ever 
in the war? 

filip: No. I didn't want to go to war, because war means 
death, and you don't forget death easily. 

8. SILENCE 


9. MUSIC / DANCE 

petar: Can I tell you my sad story now? 
EVERYBODY: No. 
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io. PETAR'S SAD STORY 

petar: Can I tell you a sad story now? 
ema: Of course. 

petar: Sit down! My name is Petar, our house was hit by a 
grenade one morning, my mother was making coffee 
and was killed on the spot, my father was reading the 
paper and died in the hospital three days later. I wanted 
to die too, but I didn't succeed... 
ema: Give me that fucking water, you fucking motherfucker. 
petar: And now, I'd like to kill people, I'd like to slay at least 
ten people, I'd kill them one by one, a bullet to the head, 
a cut throat, I'd disembowel them, with a big knife, 
slowly, deep, into their guts. I'd break their bones. 

Gouge out their eyes, and shove them into their 
grinning mouths, crack their skulls open, take out their 
brains, and stomp on them with thick, dirty soles. I'd cut 
off their hands and feet. I'd fill up their insides with 
bombs, and then watch as they are blown to shreds. I'd 
tie them to chairs, drill ten holes into their body and 
then wait until they died slowly, until all the blood ran 
from their bloated bodies. I'd whip them with chains, 
until they bleed, until their bones break, until their every 
last muscle has turned to pulp. I'd torture them for 
ages. Then I'd kill myself, I'd hang myself on the main 
square, with a thick rope, I'd like to hang there like that 
for weeks, until my body is covered with swarms of 
flies. But I can't do that. 


11./12. CONVERSATION AT THE TABLE IN THE CARDEN IN 
FRONT OF THE HOUSE 3A / FATHER'S DEATH 

ema: Do you hear that? 
petar: Mhmm. 
ema: A fly. I missed it. 
filip: Where are the glasses? 
petar: I'll fetch them now. 
ana: I will. 

ema: No, you sit down. I'll go. 
filip: I'll help you. 
ema: I can do it myself. 

filip: We need to buy a new table. This one's going to fall 
apart. 

ana: My father made this table. 
filip: I know. 

ana: My father was killed in the war. By the time they let us 
know, he was already dead for three days. Completely 
cold, and buried somewhere quickly. Lie down. 
filip: Like this? 
ema: No. Like this. 

ana: Buried in a shallow grave, in a hole they dug with their 
hands, and then covered with their feet, quickly before 


it started to smell, because it was hot, and flesh rots 
quickly in the heat. 

ema: That's why they couldn't cry at his grave, because they 
were throwing up first, and then they cried over their 
vomit, believing that they were crying over his dead 
body. His corpse was a frightening example to the other 
corpses, cracked open, dismembered, without its 
beginning and end. 

ana: Fuck the motherfucker, fuck him, I don't give a fuck that 
he's lying dead here now, I choke at night, I can't sleep, I 
hear him coming, looking at me. When he left the first 
time, he said he was doing it for us, that it would be 
better, that we would be happy. When he came back, 
nothing was like it used to be, he would sit at the table 
and cry. If I started to cry he'd hit me, so hard that I'd 
fall off the chair. He kept bombs in the drawers; he said 
if everything failed we'd have to kill ourselves, we'd 
have to go with him. He told me he had killed people, 
for me. I didn't want him to kill. He said I was ungrateful 
and to watch what I was saying. He said he could kill me 
too. That only he had the right to that. He made me, he 
could kill me. Fuck the motherfucker, fuck a father like 
that, I don't give a fuck what he saw, it was enough for 
me to see him. Fuck his bombs and war cries. Fuck them 
all, they stink, such a stench, they make me sick, they 
make me sick here, fuck a country like this, I don't give a 
fuck about your traumas, just like you don't give a fuck 
about mine. Fuck you motherfuckers. Cry, weep, 
scream, I don't give a fuck, I cry too, who gives a fuck 
about that. Nobody does. Nobody should give a fuck, 
fuck everybody, what the fuck do you want from me 
you fucking hicks. I don't give a fuck about anything, 
nothing turned out the way I wanted anyway, nobody 
asked me what I want anyway, nobody asked me, 
nobody asked, nobody asked. 
filip: Can I get up now? 
ana: You may. 

13. CONVERSATION AT THE TABLE IN THE CARDEN IN 
FRONT OF THE HOUSE - 3B 

filip: Now we'll make a toast. 
ana: I'd like to tell you one more story. 
ema: No, pictures first. Ana, Petar and me. 
petar: I'll go later. 
ema: No, now. 

filip: For the memory. Stand up behind the table. You, Petar, 
go in the middle. 

ema: It's better if I stand in the middle. 

filip: No, Petar is the tallest one here. 

ema: What difference does it make? I'll stand in the middle. 

petar: That's right, the mother in the middle. 
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ema: And the father is taking the picture. 
ana: He's nobody's father. 

filip: No, that's no good, Petar has to be in the middle, and 
you two switch places. 

petar: Let Ema be in the middle. It's all the same to me. 
filip: It would be best if Ema sat here and you two stood 
over there. 
ema: Like this? 

filip: Yes. Ana, stand a little closer to Petar, a little more. 
That's it. Smile. Terrific. 

ema: No. Wait. Something is missing. I know, flowers. 

ana: We can do it without flowers. 

ema: It will be nicer with flowers. I'll take the tulips. 

ana: I can't stand any longer. 

petar: Then sit down. 

ema: There we go. 

petar: Do you see how well your mother's tulips have done. 
filip: They always do. 

ema: I will make a bouquet for the wedding tomorrow. 

ana: They'll fade by tomorrow. 

ema: I'll pick new ones. Stand up, I'll sit down. 

ana: As you wish. 

filip: Let's go, Petar a little closer to Ana, that's right. Smile. 
Harder. 

ema: No, no, no, wait! I'll put the bird here as well. 

petar: What'll you put? 

ema: The bird. I got it from Filip. 

ema: Give me that fucking bird, fucking hell. 

ana: Lovely. 

filip: It's my personal trophy. 

petar: I didn't know you were involved in chicken hunting. 

ema: This'll be lovely. It looks real. 

ana: It's disgusting. 

filip: Let's go, smile. Ana, smile! 

ema: Wait, we're standing in the wrong spot. Let's go over 
there. 

ana: No. There's not enough light here. Let's go over there. 

ema: No, let's go over there. 

petar: No, it's no good here. Let's go there. 

filip: No, let's go there. 

14. ABOUT THE CARDEN / EMA'S MONOLOGUE / TERROR 

petar: And now what? 

ema: Now I'd like Filip to tell me how wonderful my garden 

is. 

filip: Your garden is wonderful. 

ema: Thank you, I take good care of it. Now I would like Petar 
to say that it shows and Ana to tell me what I planted in 

it. 

petar: It really shows. 


ana: You planted zinnias, pansies, petunias, coneflowers, 
moss-roses, roses and tulips. 
ema: I adore tulips. I plant them in the springtime. 
filip: I like roses. Red ones. 
ana: I prefer white ones. 

ema: I water them in the morning and in the evening. I use 
organic fertilizer. 
petar: Organic fertilizer is best. 
filip: The tulips look strange. 

ema: They're sick. Their leaves are full of yellowish larvae. 

They shit and grow, drill tunnels in the leaves. 
filip: They'll die. 
ema: I'll plant new ones. 
filip: A terrific idea. 
ana: Come, now, tell us your sad story. 
ema: I don't have a sad story. 
ana: Yes you do. 

ema: My husband loved our garden. We took care of it 
together. My husband loved the garden, and I loved 
him. Sometimes we sat in it for hours and listened to 
the birds. We didn't say anything. We just listened. I 
didn't want him to go, but he went. He was gone for a 
long time. I waited for him in our garden, at the table he 
made before he went to war. Sometimes I sat for hours, 
waiting for him to tell me that it's all over and that I 
don't need to be afraid any longer. That I don't need to 
be afraid of him any longer. One evening he came back 
late, we didn't know he would come, we didn't know 
where he was for days. No, it wasn't like that. Ana 
started crying. And me... I turned off the lights. We 
couldn't see anything because it was dark outside. 
petar: And then? 
ema: And then we heard steps... 
petar: And? 
ema: We heard... 

filip / father Where are you? Where the fuck are you? 

Where the fucking hell are you? 
filip / father: Ema! Ema! Who are you afraid of? Me? 
ema: What are you doing? Put it down! 
filip / father: Are you afraif of this? 
ema: Get away from her! 

filip / father: I’m afraid of it too, but who gives a fuck! 
ana: Let me go! 

filip / father: Why are you screaming? 

ema: Get away from her! 

filip / father: Shut up! 

ema: Get away from her! 

filip / father: I told you to shut up! Damn it! 

ema: No! No! That's not how it was. 

filip: How then? 

ema: I don't know. I don't remember. I think I didn't turn off 
the lights after all. 
filip: Aha... 
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15. CONVERSATION AT THE TABLE IN THE CARDEN IN 
FRONT OF THE HOUSE 

Filip: Shall we make a toast? 
petar: To the two of you. 

Filip: And to the two of you. 
petar: Shall we take a picture? 
e ma: At an empty table? 

Filip: Later we'll take one at a full table. 
ema: No, I'll bring glasses. And martinis. 
ana: That was supposed to be for tomorrow. 
ema: Tomorrow we'll drink champagne. 
petar: Let's take pictures first. 
ema: So that we never forget this beautiful day. 
ana: Really beautiful. 

Filip: Where will we take the picture? 
ema: At the table. Ana, sit next to me. And you, Petar, stand 
behind us, Filip will take the picture. 
petar: I'll go later. 
ema: No, now. 

Filip: Ready? 
ema: Smile. 

Filip: Okay? 

ema: No, no, wait! Flowers, I'll put flowers on the table, it'll be 
prettier. 

Filip: Terrific idea. 

ema: The tulips are wonderful this year. 

Filip: What did you say? 
petar: Nothing. 

ema: Ana you take the flowers, that's right, they really suit 
you. Do you hear? 
petar: Flies. 
ema: I missed. 

Filip: Shall I fetch the bird? 
ema: Terrific idea. 

ana: Disgusting. I don't want to take a picture with that. 
ema: Just one. I got it from Filip. 

Filip: Let's go. 

ema: No, wait, I'll fetch a table cloth. 

ana: We don't need a table cloth, it's fine as it is. 

ema: No, it'll be prettier with a tablecloth, this table's so ugly. 

petar: Can I tell you another thing? 

ema: No. 

ana: Do you hear? 
petar: No. 

ana: There it is again. 

petar: There's another one. 

ana: They like this dead bird. 

ema: Nonsense, that's because of the heat. 

ema: Let's go to take pictures. 

Filip: It won't work. 
ema: It won't work? 

ema: That's a shame, this could have been a lovely picture. 
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M oj odnos prema tekstu, kao i prema pisanju, 

proizlazi iz stava prema mnogobrojnim drugim 
stvarima u zivotu, a mogao bi se najkrace 
sazeti ovako: sve su ti opcije otvorene, ali 
moras preuzeti odgovornost. Kako uglavnom 
radim unutar kolektiva, tekst smatram na neki 
nacin produzenom rukom dramaturgije te svoj 
rad prvenstveno, cak i kad pisem, zovem 
dramaturgijom, jer me zanima kazaliste u cjelini. Sklona sam vjerovati da 
dramski tekst ne postoji bez kazalista (ili barem kao takav meni nije zanimljiv 
- ne vjerujem u koncept drama namijenjenih samo citanju, jer mislim da svaki 
tekst moze posluziti kao predlozak za izvedbu). Tekst smatram prvenstveno 
ulogom, odnosno doprinosom dramskog pisca koji je jednako vrijedan kao i 
ostali ulozi - ulozi izvodaca, redatelja, koreografa... Zanimljiv mi je kao 
posljedica ili komplementarna radnja unutar devising kazalista. Ne mislim da 
tekst mora nuzno nastati prije predstave niti biti njeno ishodiste, no isto tako 
ne mislim da je nevazno kako se tretira na pozornici. Vise me zanima tekst 
izvedbe nego pisani tekst i cesto ne dozivljavam razliku izmedu didaskalija i 
dijaloga, odnosno meni osobno ona prestaje biti vazna. Pa ipak, ne vjerujem u 
nepreciznu misao i mislim da pisanje ne bi trebalo sluziti kao prilika za 
autorsku samovolju - vecini pisaca trebaju dobar dramaturg i redatelj kako bi 
im pomogli da tu misao oblikuju za pozornicu i kako bi ona (p)ostala u 
svakom trenutku relevantna. S jedne strane mi se cini kako se u suvremenom 
kazalistu, barem domacem, kroz pokusaje da se tekstove ucini lakse 
probavljivima publici, pojavila potpuna nebriga za tekst koja je cesto proizvod 
rada nekompetentnih izvodaca i redatelja. S druge strane, mnogi su dramski 
autori svoje mjesto pronasli na putu prema postdramskom kazalistu jer je 
ono dramsko pismo oslobodilo okova nuznih zanrovskih odrednica i dobro 
poznatih formata. 

lako ne mislim daje rizik u kazalistu moguc jedino kroz eksperiment, 
kroz nesto novo i drukcije (a kazaliste koje nije rizicno me ne zanima!), pa 
tako ne bih htjela zastupati tezu da je jedini ispravan nacin trazenje odmaka 
od poznatih obrazaca i tradicionalnih putanja, vjerujem da kazaliste 
funkcionira samo ako je ljudima koji ga rade stalo do materijala i sadrzaja 
kojima se bave, zato i govorim o odgovornosti, za koju ponekad smatram da 
postoji u premalim dozama, no upravo je ona ta koja cini nas rad fleksibilnim, 
podloznim propitivanju i zanimljivim. Bilo daje rijec o tekstu, dramaturgiji ili 
necem trecem, mozda teze objasnjivom, meni osobno je rad unutar 
SKROZ-a 01 pruzio priliku za pronalazak novih oblika suradnje i komunikacije - 
s drugim sustavima misljenja, s kolegama i s publikom - dajuci nesto svoje, 
zauzvrat sam dobila mogucnost bezgranicnog multipliciranja vlastitih ideja i 
stavova, uz sigurnosnu mrezu zajednicke odgovornosti, sto je za mene 
najveca vrijednost koju kao autor mogu dobiti. 


or SKROZ je umjetnicki kolektiv koji su 2005. godine osnovale redateljica Nora Krstulovic i 
dramaturginja Maja Sviben. Rijec je o grupi autora koja djeluje timski u situacijama u 
kojima je autorstvo produkt kolektivnog rada ili onima u kojima je granicu pojedinacnog 
autorskog djelovanja nemoguce odrediti. 
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T ekst Tocka izvorista 2004. godine dobio 
je nagradu za dramsko djelo Marin Drzic. 
2005. godine predstavljen je u Motovunu u 
obliku koncertnog citanja, na dramskoj 
koloniji HC ITI-ja Od teksta do predstave u 
reziji Marija Kovaca. 2006. godine izveden je 
u reziji Marija Kovaca i produkciji KUFER-a u 
Zagrebackom kazalistu mladih. 


(...) 

tamara: Ajdejednom budi iskren. 
damjan: Ja sam uvijek iskren. 
tamara: Ne seri. 
damjan: Daj se smiri. 

tamara: Necu se smiriti! Ne znam samo koji mi je vrag bio da 
se ponovno s tobom spetljam. Evo ti tvoje vino i nosi se! 
damjan: Tamara! 
tamara: Van! 


likovi: 


(Izgura ga van kroz vrata. On se za sekundu vrati.) 


DINKA 

DAMJAN 

MORANA 

EVA 

MARTIN 

MAMA 

VANJA 

TAMARA 

BORIS 

RANKO 

LUKA 

NIKOLA 

HRVOJE 

DENIS 


damjan: Nije bilo nikakvog parfema, jel'da? 
tamara: Nije. 


13. EXPLORE 

(Eva se budi u Damjanovom zagrljaju.) 

eva: Dobrojutro. 
damjan: Budan sam. 
eva: I sad ces otici. 
damjan: Oprosti. 

eva: Ja sam vec jucer znala da je greska. 
damjan: Zarje bilo toliko lose? 
eva: Ne. Ali ti ne znas mijesati poslovno i privatno. 
damjan: Kako znas? 

eva: Ne sjecas se? Ispricao si mi sve o Morani. 

damjan: Prokleti alkohol. Ne ljutis se? 

eva: Zasto? Ja sam tebi ispricala sve o Martinu. 

damjan: Niceg se ne sjecam, oprosti. 

eva: Mozda i bolje. Mislio bi da sam totalno jadna. 

damjan: Jel ti mislis da sam jajadan? 

eva: Prilicno. 

damjan: Zar mi nisi ti rekla daje iskrenost precijenjena 
vrlina? 
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eva: Jesam. AN da bi odrzali ciste poslovne odnose, necu ti 
lagati. 
damjan: Uf. 

eva: Hoces i ovo staviti u dokumentarac? 
damjan: Ne bih rekao. 

eva: Zato i ne mozes imati normalnu vezu. Jer ni sebi ne 

mozes priznati da radis gluposti. A kad si i priznas, onda 
ih dobro skrivas. 
damjan: Boli me glava. 

eva: A meni se ne da voditi ovaj razgovor. Nista mi ne znacis, 
ne zelim ti pomagati. Obuci se i odi doma. 
damjan: Oprosti. 

eva: Nema na cemu. Bilo mi je lijepo. Evo, usput sam malo 
poradila i na tvom egu. A sad idi. 
damjan : Vise se necemo vidjeti? 
eva: Bolje ne. Mozda na premijeri filma. 
damjan: Nazvatcu te. 
eva: Nemoj. 
damjan: Za premijeru. 
eva: To moze. Bok. 

(Eva se pokriva preko glave, Damjan je zeli jos nesto pitati, ali 
odustaje. Oblaci se dokraja u tisini i odlazi.) 

14. ALLOW SAVE FOR FAST RECOVERY 

morana: Tri dana. Pa nije ni puno. 
damjan: Ni ti se nisi bas pretrgla. 
morana: Nitko nije kriv. 
damjan: Oboje smo krivi. 
morana: Htjela sam zaboraviti da postojis. 
damjan: Toje samo posao. 

morana: Nije se ni dogodilo. Nije se ni moglo dogoditi. 

damjan: To nismo bili mi. 

morana: Toje samo posao. 

damjan: Toje samo posao. 

morana: Sto hoces od mene? Sad. 

damjan: Ne znam. 

morana: Zasto si nazvao? 

damjan: Zasto nisi spustila slusalicu? Mislio sam da ces 
prekinuti. 

morana: Nisam mislila da ces imati sto red. 
damjan : Ono sto stvarno zelim je netko uz kog mogu sutjeti. 
Kad sam umoran i kad sam bezvoljan, i kad mi se cini da 
su rijeci suvisne, ne zelim biti sam. 
morana: To vise nije pitanje izbora. Pitanje je sto je 
dopusteno. 

damjan: Je li dopusteno biti na krivom mjestu u krivo 
vrijeme? Biti zestok i njezan istovremeno? 
morana: Ne uvijek. Ponekad. Sasvim slucajno. 
damjan: O cemu mislis? 


morana: Mislim kako moja glava savrseno pristaje tvom 
ramenu. I ne mogu vjerovati da smo sve upropastili. 
damjan: Dodi. 
morana: Ne mogu. 

damjan: Nista se nece promijeniti ako me dodirnes, to znas. 
To vise nije isti dodir. 

morana: Koza pamti. Selektivno. Rastreseno. Neprincipijelno. 

Osjetit cu ono sto zelim, a ne ono sto je stvarno. 
damjan: Nista nije stvarno. Nije se dogodilo. Nije se moglo 
dogoditi. 

morana: Nije se smjelo dogoditi. 
damjan: Znala si... nekako... sigurno. 
morana: A ti nisi? 
damjan: Ja inace nikad ne lazem. 
morana: Imas li uopce koju manu? 
damjan: Ne, prilagodljiv sam. Sto ti trazis? 
morana: Trazim samo bezuvjetnu ljubav. 
damjan: Samo? 

morana: Da, ako bolje razmislis, vidjet ces da je to najlakse. 
Za to su sposobne i zivotinje puno nize inteligencije od 
nas. 

damjan: Ali ne ja. 
morana: Ali ne mi. 

15. AUTOARCHIVE OLD DOCUMENTS 

(Zvono na vratima.) 

mama: Tko bi to mogao biti? 
dinka: Toje sigurno onaj moj blesavi brat. 
mama: On nikad ne dolazi nedjeljom. 
dinka: On ne dolazi, tocka. Ali s obzirom da ja nisam nikog 
pozvala, a tebi nikad nitko ne dolazi, moze biti ili on ili 
Jehovini svjedoci. 
mama: Otvorivrata. 

dinka: (vraca se) Danas mijenjaju "Kulu strazaru" za rucak. 
damjan: Bok mama. 

mama: Sine razmetni. Uopce se ne javljas. Ostavila sam ti 
sto poruka. 

damjan: Trideset i sest, da budemo precizni. Joj, mama, 
kad dodem doma i cujem tu brojku... 
dinka: ... i jos znas da su sigurno sve od mame... 
damjan: ... izgubim volju za preslusavanjem. Osim toga, 
imas broj mobitela, nazovi me. 
mama: Necu te zvati na mobitel, kad nisi doma, onda 
vjerojatno radis. 

damjan: Ti me uvijek mozes zvati. 

mama: Mogao bi bas i ti mene koji put nazvati. Onako, za 
promjenu. 

dinka: Pa da bankrotira... Koliko ti lajes na telefon, to si on 
ne moze priustiti. 
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damjan: Evo vidis, mama, gnjavis. Cak je i Dinka osjetila 
potrebu ustati u moju obranu. Di si, sister? Kako faks? 
dinka: Isto ko i prije. Kad ces mi nac neki posao? 
damjan: Daj prvu godinu pa cemo razgovarat. Ja sam 
mislio da ti brijel na kazalilte. 
dinka: Predomislila sam se. 
damjan: Vidis, mama, to su ti geni. 
mama: Ne znam samo od kog ste to naslijedili, od mene 
sigurno niste. 

damjan: (Dinki) Al nije ti bal pametno. Nikad neces izaci iz 
sjene velikog brata. 

dinka: Znas, stvarno me stalno pitaju za tebe. Nelto u vezi 
s onim prozorom koji si razbio. 
mama: Kakav prozor? 
dinka: Popravili su ga. 

damjan: Znaci, ipak se nesto mijenja na faksu. Otkud ti 
znas za to? 

dinka: Pricala mi je cura iz kantine. 
damjan: Lana? 

dinka: Ne, Petra. Prica ocito ide s koljena na koljeno. 
mama: Kakav prozor? 

damjan: Ma, mama, stvarno nije vazno. Razbili smo prozor 
na jednom snimanju. To je bilo davno i slucajno. 
dinka: Sin ti je u biti huligan, ali ti to nisi skuzila cijeli zivot 
jer ga, kao i sve majke, slijepo volil. 
damjan: Kao i sve moje ostale majke. 
dinka: Idiote! 

damjan: Vi bi trebali biti obrazovaniji od nas lljakera. 
mama: Kakvih sljakera? 

damjan: To je podjela s faksa. Sljakeri i teoreticari. 

Dramaturzi su teoreticari. 
mama: A tko su sljakeri? 
damjan: Svi ostali. 

dinka: To su fore iz tvog vremena, negdje... paleolitika. 
Neandertalske. 

damjan: Mama, kaj imal u frizideru? 
dinka: Jel vidis da je dolao jest? 

damjan: Dosao sam doma nakon tri dana i skuzio da ono 
malo Ito je bilo u frizideru vise nijejestivo. 
mama: Hocel da ti nesto skuham? 

dinka: Nevjerojatno, meni ne kuhal ni kad sam bolesna. 

mama: Ti ionako nilta ne jedel. Onda? 

damjan: Nemoj, uzet cu si nesto... 

mama: Sigurno? Nije mi telko. 

damjan: Sigurno. Daj sjedni. 

mama: A gdje si bio tri dana? 

damjan: Na putu. 

mama: Na putu? Zalto mi to nisi rekao? 
damjan: Nisam ilao na Aljasku. Trazili smo lokacije za neko 
snimanje. Nije jako vazno. 
mama: Gdje? 
damjan: Plitvice. 


mama: Plitvice! Da sam znala, umrla bih od brige. Tamo je 
jol sve minirano. 
damjan: Zato ti i nisam rekao. 
mama: Damjane! 

dinka: Mama, daj mu ipak nesto skuhaj. (bratu) Ovo je sad 
cisto sazaljenje. 
damjan: Ne moras, stvarno. 
mama: A sto ako bas zelim? 

damjan: Onda bi bilo nepristojno da odbijem, a kako si me 
ti dobro odgojila... 
mama: Idem. 

(Mama izlazi.) 

dinka: Ok, sad prestani srat. Mogao si napuniti svoj 
frizider. Zasto si dosao? 
damjan: Moj ducan ne radi nedjeljom. 
dinka: Ati zivil na nekom brdu usred nicega. Kakve su to 
gluposti? 

damjan: Ja zivim na brdu usred nicega. U mom kvartu su 
samo bolnice. 

dinka: Mogao si id jesti na psihijatriju, nitko te ne bi 
provalio. 

damjan: Dosao sam vidjeti tebe, sis. 
dinka: Aha. Kod koga si ti spavao ovaj vikend? Nije te ni 
nahranila? 

damjan: Bio sam na Plitvicama. 

dinka: Bas cudno, onda sam tvog dvojnika vidjela u petak 
u Aquariusu. 

damjan: Nemoguce. Znas da ne izlazim u Aquarius. 
dinka: Pa ni ja. 

(Pauza.) 

dinka: Dakle, hocu cuti cijelu pricu. 
damjan: Nije to za tebe. 

dinka: Da, ja sam balavica kojoj se nista ne govori. Sva 
sreca da me cijeli zivot cuvate od silnog obiteljskog 
zla! 

damjan: O cem ti prical? 
dinka: Nije bitno. Hoces mi red? 
damjan: Neznam bas. 

dinka: Onda cu pogadat. Zaljubio si se... ali ne u onu s 
kojom si bio u Aquariusu... ni u onu o kojoj pricas u 
intervjuima... 

damjan: Ne mogu vjerovati da dtal to smece. 
dinka: Samo kad se radi o tebi. I sad si napravio neko 
sranje pa si dosao po savjet, i to mamin, ali ne zelil 
priznati da ga zelis. Jer, ti si zapravo mamin sin, zato i 
imas problema sa zenama. 

damjan: Sacuvaj me boze te dzepne psihologije. I to jos od 
sestre. 
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dinka: Ali u pravu sam. 
damjan: Ni najmanje. 

dinka: Znala sam. Zaboravljas daja cijeli zivot slusam price 
o tvojim curama. 
damjan: I, kojije zakljucak? 

dinka: Ti si nepopravljivi slucaj, aja se nikad necu udati, jer 
ako dobri decki kao ti rade ovakve gluposti svojim 
curama, nema nade za muski rod. 
damjan: Onda, sis, sto da radim? 

dinka: Iskreno, nemam pojma. Ako si stvarno zaljubljen, 
kako si uopce mogao napraviti tako nesto? 
damjan: Ne znam. Fakat ne znam. Clup sam. 
dinka: Jesi. 

(Vraca se mama.) 

mama: Opet se vrijedate? 
damjan: Dinka me tjesi. 
mama: Krasno.Juha se kuha. 

damjan: Dinka, ti si htjela nesto red... nesto o obiteljskom 
zlu koje ti tajimo... 

dinka: (odreze) Rekla sam, nije bitno. 
mama: Dinka? 
dinka: Prica gluposti. 

(Pauza. Dugacka i neugodna.) 

damjan: Ej, o cem sad pises? 

dinka: O meduljudskim odnosima. 

damjan: Nisi mogla biti detaljnija. 

dinka: Ne volim pricati o tome. Sto ti snimas? 

damjan: Ma neki dokumentarac. 

mama: O cemu? 

damjan: O agencijama za ljubav. 
mama: Hm? 

dinka: Posrednickim agencijama. 
mama: Zasto tako posprdno pricas o tome? 
damjan: Uopce ne pricam posprdno. 
mama: Pricas. 

damjan: Daj mama negnjavi. 

mama: Ne volim kad to radis. Omalovazavas ljudsku 
nesrecu. 

damjan: Joj mama... 

mama: Nistajoj mama. Lako je tebi zezati se na tudi racun 
kad imas dvadeset sedam i starost ti se cini udaljena 
svjetlosnim godinama. 
damjan: Mama, nisi u pravu. 

mama: Mislis da je tim ljudima drago sto moraju na taj 
nacin nalaziti partnere?To su obicno ljudi koji su sve 
drugo iskusali. I onda jedva skupili hrabrosti da bi im 
se dvadesetogodisnjaci izrugivali u nekoj emisiji! 
damjan: Ja ne radim tako! Da ikad dodes vidjeti koji moj 
film, znala bi! 


mama: Da me koji put pozoves, dosla bih! 
damjan: Zovem te! Svaki put! Uvijek kazem Dinki! 
mama: Pa da, ona dva puta godisnje kad svratis, razgovaras 
samo sa sestrom. Ja sam uvijek kao peti tocak. I ne 
zelim dolaziti na premijere, imam osjecaj da ti 
smetam. 

damjan: Ne smetas, koliko ti to puta moram red?! 
mama: Nikad ne razgovaras sa mnom! 
damjan: Kad se s tobom ne da razgovarati! Uvijek ovako 
zavrsi! 

mama: Evo, opet mi se obracas svisoka! Zato i kazem da ne 
mozes napraviti dobar film! Ti si uvijek iznad svih nas. 
Savrseni Damjan. 

damjan: Dobro, sto tebe briga kakve filmove ja radim? 
mama: Smeta me kad s omalovazavanjem pricas o toj 
agenciji! Sto ti zapravo znas o tome kako je to biti 
sam? 

damjan: Ja znam da sam u toj agenciji upoznao zenu svog 
zivota. Za tim glupim stolom. Pod tim glupim 
pravilima. I sad sam sam. Eto, htjela si razgovarati. 

Reci sad. 

(Pauza.) 

dinka: Zasto nam nikad nisi rekla? Za tatu. 

(Mamaje pogleda, uplaseno.) 

dinka: Daje on otisao prije. Da me nije htio. 
damjan: Dinka, nemoj... 
mama: Ne zelim razgovarati o tome. 
dinka: Zasto onda cuvas sve papire? U kojima me se 
odrice? U kojima izricito trazi da ne nosim njegovo 
prezime? 
mama: Vi znate? 
damjan: Odavno. 

dinka: Zasto je to bilo tako tesko reci? I sto s onim silnim 
bozicnim darovima? Ti si ih kupovala u njegovo ime? 
mama: Nisam htjela da medu vama bude neka razlika. 
dinka: Zasto je otisao? Jer ja nisam njegova kd? 
mama: Nije otisao. Ja sam ga otjerala. 
damjan: Jer ti nije vjerovao. 
mama: Aja nikad ne lazem. 
damjan: Osim nama. 

mama: Nisam vam lagala. Samo vam nisam rekla neke 
nepotrebne i opterecujuce informacije. 
dinka: Da, to tko mi je pravi otac je stvarno nepotrebna 
informacija! 

mama: On ti je pravi otac. Samo on to nije zelio biti pa si je 
svasta umislio. 

dinka: Ati si ga otjerala. Samo zbog toga. Zar ga nisi 
pokusala uvjeriti? 
mama: Ne. Zarje zasluzio? 
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damjan: Neznamo. Ti nam red. 
mama: On nije bio dobar za vas. Vi niste obicna djeca. 
damjan: Zato nam je i trebao obican otac. Da nas potjera u 
krevet i da nam zabrani izlaske. 
mama: Ne. 

dinka: Jer nije bio dovoljno dobar za tebe. 
mama: Bio je dobar za mene, ali ne i za vas. 
dinka: O, jadna zrtvo! Jel to cujem neko predbadvanje u 
glasu? 

mama: Sto si ti umisljas, Dinka? Ja sam svoje odabrala, i 
odabrala sam sutjeti o tome. Vi ste me natjerali da 
pricam. 

dinka: Trebala sam sutjeti. Pustiti te dase dokraja zivota 
przis. 

damjan: Pustije. 

dinka: Necu. Ne mislis da smo sad zasluzili malo 

postovanja? Da prema nama postupa kao prema 
odraslima koji mogu i sami donositi neke odluke? 
damjan: A sto bi ti napravila? Isla ga traziti? 
dinka: Pa mozda i bih. 
damjan: Zasto? 
dinka: Jer moram znati. 

mama: On naprosto nije htio drugo dijete. Nema tu nista 
posebno, Dinka. 
dinka: Tebi to nije posebno? 

mama: Meni si ti posebna. I to mi je dovoljno. Bez obzira na 
njega. 

damjan: Ne vjerujem ti. Vise ti nista ne vjerujem. 
mama: Mislis da je meni zivot bio sjajan? Biti sama s dvoje 
djece? Znati, negdje duboko u sebi, da cu uvijek ostati 
sama? 

damjan: Zbog nas? 

mama: Zbog vas. Prvo me nitko nije gledao jer sam bila 
ruzna. Umorna. A sad sam naprosto stara. 

(Pauza.) 

mama: Saberi se, Damjane. Ne zelim ti svoju starost. A ti 
konacno odrasti, onda cemo mozda i moci razgovarati 
bez glupih obzira. 

(Mama izlazi.) 

damjan: Zar ti nikad ne mozes drzati jezik za zubima? 

16. CTRL+ALT+DEL 

dinka: U tom nekom rasutom uzasu cinilo mi se stvarno 
svejedno kamo vodi. Moglo je zavrsiti trenutacno, bez 
razloga i povoda, jerja sam jedini razlog.Ja sam granica 
izmedu istine i lazi, granica tog dijela svemira. Zavrsiti 
moze samo ono sto je pocelo, a poceti moze samo 


nesto sto vec ne traje i sto nije jos urezalo tragove na 
nama, sto nas nije okaljalo svojim neprekidnim, 
prilijepljenim prisustvom. Price, kao i lazi, mogu uvijek 
otpocinjati od pocetka i zavrsavati bez zavrsetka jer ne 
preuzimaju odgovornost. 

Krajevi ce se onda dogadati po inerciji, kao kad vam 
odjednom jesenski vjetar donese neku novu misao, a 
Ijetna sanjarenja naprosto ispare iz glave. Inerciju je 
nemoguce kontrolirati. 

Kako znati koji je kraj pravi? Kraj moze biti samojedna 
tocka u nizu. Bilo koja tocka. 

Ja zelim biti tocka izvorista. 


17. VERSIONS 

eva: Pobijedio si. 

martin: Nikad mi nije bilo draze biti u pravu. Znao sam da 
ces nazvati. 

eva: I sto sad? Hoces se moci nositi s tim? 

martin: Vidjet cemo. Ne moramo se sutra zaruciti. Znam da 
je tebi dosad bilo ili seks ili zaruke, ali probat cemo to 
malo promijeniti. 

eva: Sto, nema seksa? 

martin: (smije se) Aha, dobre veze pocivaju na uzajamnom 
povjerenju koje se gradi kroz razgovore. 

eva: I ti se pitas zasto je to meni dosadno? 

martin: Predajem se. Cini mi se da si ipak ti pobijedila. 

Ok, spreman sam na tvoja pravila igre. U granicama fizicke 
izdrzljivosti, naravno. 

eva: Tko bi rekao da je vas muskarce tako lako pripitomiti. 
Trebala sam prije pokusati. Mogla sam vec biti bogata 
udovica. 

martin: O, Boze, u sto se ja upustam? 

eva: Bjezi dok mozes. 

martin: Ja ne odlazim. To sam ti vec rekao. 


18. 

morana: Znas, vidjela sam ga sinoc. 
vanja: Znaci nije bila dobra ideja sto sam te odvukla u 
Aquarius. 
morana: Nikako. 
vanja: Jesi ok? 

morana: Bio je s nekom zenom. Zapravo, bio je s njih dvije. 
Kad je jedna otisla, naprosto se pojavila druga. A obje su 
bile kod nas u agenciji! 
vanja: Salis se! 

morana: Covjek ocito nema vremena traziti cure okolo. 
vanja: Jeste razgovarali? 

morana: Ne bas. Prisao mije mrtav pijan i ugrizao me za 
rame, a ja sam ga odgurnula. 
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vanja: Morana, jesi ti njega ikad pitala da li je Slobodan? 
morana: Neces vjerovati, ali to mi se nije ucinilo vaznim. 
vanja: Osjecala si se kao da si jedina. 
morana: U jednom trenu mi je proslo kroz glavu da mozda 
nije tako, ali je brzo nestalo. Znas sto je najgore? Ni sad 
mi nije vazno. 
vanja: Proci ce te. 
morana: Sigurno. 


19 - 

eva: Martine? Isuse, skoro te nisam prepoznala. 
martin: Tako ti je to. Ja nisam tip kojeg pamte. 
eva: Ti nisi nikakavtip. 

martin: Lijepo od tebe da to kazes. I, kako si? 

eva: Dobro. Znas mene. 

martin: Jos uvijek solo? 

eva: I ponosna. 

martin: Dobro se drzis. 

eva: Hvala. A ti? 

martin: Jos uvijek solo. Ne bas sasvim vlastitim izborom. 
eva: Zao mi je. 

martin: Ma nije tako strasno. 

eva: Nije to uopce strasno, vidjet ces. Oprosti, moram ici. 
martin: Drago mi je da smo se sreli. 


20 . 

From: Morana 

To: damjandaemon@grrr.net 
Cc: 

Subject: bijeg 

mislim da ti dugujem neko objasnjenje. sori, mozda je ovako 
glupo, i nije zato sto ti to ne bih mogla reci u lice, ali cini mi se 
da tog ima previse i ne moze se izgovoriti u jednom dahu, a 
svaka pauza mogla bi me odvesti u nekom drugom smjeru. 
uostalom, i pauze imaju znacenje, barem kod mene. a ovo 
nije tekst za pauze. dakle, da bih izbjegla nenamjerno 
oznacavanje zbog uzimanja daha, odlucih se za pismo. i da, 
znam da nije dobro ostavljati dokaze na papiru... 
a mozda je cijeli ovaj idiotski uvod samo izvlacenje. ne znam. 
vjerojatno. sad ide tezi dio. iskrenost. predlazem pauzu od 
desetak minuta. 

ne ljutim se na tebe. Ijutim se na sebe. Ijutim se jer me 
pogadja nesto sto me ne bi trebalo pogoditi. Ijutim se jer 
mislim da nemam nikakvo pravo na ljutnju, a htjela bih ga 
imati. probudim se s otiskom tvojih zubi na ramenu, pa se 
Ijutim sto sam te pustila i toliko blizu, a mozdajos vise jerje 
dobar osjecaj kad me grizes. Ijutim se na svoju kozu jer 
reagira tako glupo, tako neprincipijelno, tako suprotno onom 


sto bih htjela. tako bih htjela ostati hladna. zaboraviti da me 
svaki tvoj dodir pali. 

uspijem. ponekad. natrenutak, dva, katkad i duze. moguja 
to, mislim. da sad nestanes iz mog zivota, ne bih te se ni 
sjetila. a onda napravis neku blesavu, beznacajnu sitnicu i ja 
poludim. i gotovo. kontrol frikje izgubio kontrolu, prica po 
tisuciti put ponovno pocinje. problem je s tim pocecima sto 
se ne brisu automatski, nego svaka nova verzija ukljucuje 
save file prosle. kvragu. to je prilicna prtljaga za jednu ne- 
vezu. 

kad stojimo u aquariusu, tri metra od tvoje cure i ti mi se 
uvaljujes, naravno da cu te odbiti, ne zato sto mi se ne 
svidjas, nego zato sto definitivno nije ni vrijeme ni mjesto. a ti 
odes i nadjes trecu! ne optuzujem te i ne osudjujem te, ali 
zelim da znas da se u tom trenutku osjecam povrijedjeno i 
razocarano jer ispada da ti je sasvim svejedno s kim se ljubis. 
pa se sjetim da nemam pravo biti povrijedjena. pa me to 
zbunjuje. jebiga, lose djeluje na ego. vjerojatno na tvoj ne. i to 
nije stvar alkohola, jer ja cak i mrtva pijana znam u cijem se 
zagrljaju nalazim, a jos bolje u cijem se sigurno necu naci. i 
onda odem doma i bjesnim, i osjecam se glupo sto sam te 
ikad pustila blizu jer da nisam bila ja, bila bi neka treca, peta, 
deseta... i onda, na sve to, proklete bile, krenu suze, a ja 
placem samo kad sam jako sretna ili uzasno, uzasno bijesna. 
eto ti. ti si jedini koji me uspio dovesti do suza. 
mozda nisi trebao sve ovo saznati. ali ionako se pred tobom 
osjecam razotkriveno. a i sigurna sam da sve ovo znas, ali bilo 
mi je vazno da ja to kazem. 

prijateljski savjet, jedini koji ces dobiti od mene, jer kao sto 
rekoh, mi nismo prijatelji: nemoj bjezati. bijeg je mojataktika, 
zato i znam da nije dobra. 

morana: Ovo je mejl koji ti nikad nisam poslala. 
damjan: Nemoj mi reci da ga cuvas u kompjuteru. 
morana: Aha. Samo zato da te mogu ucjenjivati. 
damjan: Mislim da bi trebalo raspraviti neke stvari ovdje. 
morana: Ma nemoj. 

damjan: Da, na primjer nije istina da ne places kad si tuzna. 

Vidio sam te. Neki dan u kinu. 
morana: Dobro. Malo sam pretjerivala, priznajem. 
damjan: To da si kontrol frikje istina, i da nismo prijatelji, to 
je isto istina... 

morana: Damjan. A sto bi se dogodilo da sam ga poslala? 
damjan: Mislis, da nisi napravila onaj slavni ispad nasred Nice 
u kojem si mi sve ovo isto objasnila, samo manje 
koherentno i uz vise psovki? 
morana: Da. 

damjan: Mozda bi oporavak trajao krace. 
morana: U jednom trenutku sam pomislila kako je to 
preveliko za mene. Kako mi se dogodilo prerano. 
Prenaglo. Pre... nestalno. I nestvarno. I htjela sam 
pobjeci. 
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damjan: Ja sam bjezao cijelo vrijeme. To su tvoje rijeci. 
morana: A da ti nisam uopce rekla sve ovo? 
damjan: Onda se mozda nista ne bi dogodilo. 
morana: Mozda se ni ovo ne dogada. 
damjan: Nama se ovo ne moze dogoditi. 
morana: Nikako. 


Ja zelim biti tocka izvorista, ali ne mogu. Jer zaboravljam ono 
sto je ispod umornih vjeda pa ne mogu odrediti pocetak. 
Onda lazem. 

Ali kad zatvorim kisobran, vidi se zvjezdano nebo. 


21. ARRANGE ALL 

damjan: Mamaspava. 

dinka: Nemam osjecaj da sam ista rijesila. 

damjan: Zasto imas potrebu istjerati sve do kraja? 

dinka: Ne sve. 

damjan: Samovazne stvari. 

dinka: Nema nevaznih stvari. Ima samo nevaznih ljudi. 
damjan: Kaotata? 

dinka: Kao tata. Ali morala sam saznati da je nevazan. 
Meni. Atebi? 

damjan: Slabo ga se sjecam. Ja uvijek odlucim zaboraviti. 
dinka: I sto se onda dogodi? 

damjan: Nakon nekog vremena vise nisi siguran kako se 
prica stvarno odvijala. 
dinka: E, toje nevazna stvar. 
damjan: Mislis? 

dinka: Hoces mi dati da vidim materijale... za 
dokumentarac? 
damjan: Zasto? 

dinka: Zanima me. Uvijek me zanima sto radis u zivotu. 


22 . CLICK HERE TO END SHOW 

dinka: Ne zanima me istina. 

Zelim vidjeti ono sto se zbiva ispod otvorenih kisobrana, ono 
sto je mozda ne bas sasvim veliko i jedino u svojoj 
kratkotrajnoj potpunosti posebno. Kao ljudi koje upoznas 
jednom i ne upoznajes ih vise i ne upoznajes ih dalje, ljudi iz 
vlaka Zagreb-Mjesto kojem se ni imena vise ne sjecas, ako ga 
je uopce imalo u tom snu, beznacajni ljudi. 

Ne zanima me istina. Onog trena kad je zapisano, istinito je i 
lazno istovremeno. Kao i ti, brate. U rasutom uzasu, blagom, 
neprimjetnom, vazno je samo gdje pocinje. 

Ja zelim biti tocka izvorista. Uvjeri me da sam ja ona prava, 
ona jedina, ona zbog koje se pokrece svemir u svoj svojoj 
besmislenosti, uvjeri me da sam pocetna tocka svakog 
sustava i ishodiste svakog pravila. Samo prema meni se stvari 
odreduju. Samo unutar mene postoje. Krajevi ce se onda 
dogadati po inerciji, kao kad vam odjednom jesenska kisa 
donese neku novu misao, a Ijetna sanjarenja naprosto ispare 
iz glave. 
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M y relationship with text and writing comes 

from my attitude towards many other things 
in life. I might summarize it this way: you have 
all the options at your disposal, but you must 
accept the responsibility. Since I mostly work 
within a collective, I consider the text to be 
some sort of a prolonged arm for dramaturgy 
and I would call my work primarily 

dramaturgical, even when I write, since I am interested in theatre as a whole. 

I am inclined to believe that the dramatic text does not exist without theatre, 
or at least I don't find it interesting that way - I don't believe in the concept 
of plays that are intended for reading alone, since I think that every text can 
serve as a basis for performance. I think that the text is primarily an 
investment or contribution of the playwright, who is just as valuable as other 
investments - those of the performers, the director, the choreographer... I 
find it interesting as a consequence or a complementary activity in devising 
theatre. I do not believe that the text must necessarily be there before the 
performance or serve as its starting point, but I am equally convinced that it 
is rather important how it is treated on stage. I am more interested in the 
performance text than the written one and I often miss the difference 
between the stage directions and the dialogue; in other words, I don't 
consider it important. And yet, I don't believe in vague ideas and I think that 
writing should not be left to the author's will alone - most authors need a 
good dramaturge and director to help him or her formulate the idea for the 
stage, so that it might become or remain relevant in each and every moment. 
On the one hand, it seems to me that the contemporary theatre no longer 
cares about the text, at least here in Croatia, which results from the intention 
to make the texts more palatable for the audience. That carelessness is often 
a product of incompetent performers and directors. On the other hand, many 
playwrights have found their place along the path leading to post-dramatic 
theatre, since it has liberated the playwriting from the bonds of obligatory 
determinants of the genre and the familiar formats. 

I do not believe that taking risks in theatre is possible only if you 
experiment, if you venture into something new and different (and I am not 
interested in theatre that doesn't take risks!), so I wouldn't like to propose 
the hypothesis that the only right way is to detach oneself from the familiar 
models and traditional trajectories; yet I believe that theatre functions only if 
people who are involved in it care about the material and the subjects they 
are dealing with. That is why I speak of responsibility, and I sometimes 
believe that there is too little of it around here, but that is precisely what 
makes our work flexible, challenging, and interesting. Be it a text, 
dramaturgy, or something else, which might be more difficult to explain, for 
me personally our work in SKROZ 01 has offered an opportunity of new forms 
of collaboration and communication - with other mindsets, with my 
colleagues and the audience - and by giving something away, I have received 
in return a possibility of endlessly multiplying my own ideas and attitudes, 
with a safety net of joint responsibility, which is for me the greatest value 
that I can get as an author. 


or SKROZ is an arts collective that was founded in 2005 by director Nora Krstulovic and 
dramaturge Maja Sviben. The collective functions as a collaborative platform for 
situations where the authorship is the product of collective effort or those where the 
range of individual contribution by each author cannot be easily ascertained. 
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I n 2004, The Source Point won the Marin 
Drzic award for the best play. In 2005, it 
was presented at Motovun, in the form of 
concert reading directed by Mario Kovac, at 
the drama colony of HC ITI From Text to 
Performance. In 2006, it was performed at 
Zagreb Youth Theatre, directed by Mario 
Kovac and produced by KUFER. 


CHARACTERS: 

DINKA 

DAMJAN 

MORANA 

EVA 

MARTIN 

MAMA 

VANJA 

TAMARA 

BORIS 

RANKO 

LUKA 

NIKOLA 

HRVOJE 

DENIS 


(...) 

tamara: Will you be honest, just once. 
damjan: I'm always honest. 
tamara: Don't give me that shit. 
damjan: Calm down. 

tamara: I won't calm down! I don't know what I was 

thinking, getting involved with you again. Take your 
bloody wine and get out! 
damjan: Tamara! 
tamara: Out! 

(She pushes him out the door. He comes back after a 
second.) 

damjan: There was no perfume, right? 
tamara: Right. 


13. EXPLORE 

(Eva wakes up in Damjan's arms.) 

eva: Good morning. 
damjan: I'm awake. 
eva: And now you're leaving. 
damjan: Sorry. 

eva: I knew yesterday it was a mistake. 
damjan: Was it that bad? 

eva: No. But you're no good at mixing business with 
pleasure. 

damjan: How do you know? 

eva: You don't remember? You told me the sorry tale of 
Morana. 

damjan: Damn alcohol. You're not mad? 

eva: Why should I be? I told you everything about Martin. 

damjan: I can't remember anything, sorry. 

eva: Perhaps it's better you don't. You'd think I was pathetic. 

damjan: Do you think I'm pathetic? 
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eva: Pretty much. 

damjan : Didn't you once tell me that honesty is an overrated 
virtue? 

eva: Yes. But to keep our professional relationship clean, I 
won't lie to you. 
damjan: Ouch. 

eva: Will you put this into your documentary? 
damjan: I don't think so. 

eva: That's why you can't have a normal relationship. 

Because you can't admit to yourself that you screw up 
things. And when you do admit it, you hide it so well. 
damjan: I have a headache. 

eva: And I have no wish to continue this conversation. You 
don't mean anything to me, I don't want to help you. 
Get dressed and go home. 
damjan: I'm sorry. 

eva: Don't be. I had a nice time. There, I flattered your ego 
along the way. Now go. 
damjan: I won't see you again? 
eva: Better not. Perhaps at your premiere. 
damjan: I'll call you. 
eva: Don't. 

damjan: Forthe premiere. 
eva: Oh, that's fine. Bye. 

(She pulls the cover over her head, Damjan wants to say 
something more, but he gives up. He gets dressed in silence 
and leaves.) 

14. ALLOW SAVE FOR FAST RECOVERY 

morana: Three days. It's not a lot. 
damjan: I didn't see you running to do it. 
morana: Nobody's to blame. 
damjan: We're both to blame. 
morana: I wanted to forget you existed. 
damjan: It's just a job. 

morana: It never happened. It couldn't have happened. 

damjan: It wasn't us. 

morana: It's just a job. 

damjan: It's just a job. 

morana: What do you want from me now? 

damjan: I don't know. 

morana: Why did you call? 

damjan: Why didn'tyou hang up? I thought you'd hang up. 
morana: I didn't think you'd have anything to say. 
damjan: What I really want is someone I can be silent with. 
When I'm tired and when I'm lethargic and when I think 
words are redundant, I don't want to be alone. 
morana: That's not a matter of choice anymore. It's a matter 
of what's allowed. 


damjan: Is it allowed to be in the wrong place at the wrong 
time? To be fierce and gentle at the same time? 
morana: Not always. Sometimes. Just accidentally. 
damjan: What are you thinking about? 
morana: I'm thinking how my head perfectly fits your 

shoulder. And I can't believe we screwed everything up. 
damjan: Come to me. 
morana: I can't. 

damjan: Nothing will change if you touch me, you know 
that. It's not the same touch anymore. 
morana: The skin remembers. Selectively. Absent-mindedly. 
Without principle. I will feel what I want to feel, and not 
what it is. 

damjan: Nothing is. It didn't happen. It couldn't have 
happened. 

morana: It shouldn't have happened. 

damjan: You knew... somehow... you must have. 

morana: And you didn't? 

damjan: I usually never lie. 

morana: Do you have any flaw at all? 

damjan: No, I'm flexible. What do you really want? 

morana: I only want unconditional love. 

damjan: Only? 

morana: Yes, if you think about it, you'll see that's the 
easiest thing. Animals of much lower intelligence are 
capable of that. 
damjan: But not me. 
morana: But not us. 


15. AUTOARCHIVE OLD DOCUMENTS 

(Doorbell rings.) 

mum: Who might that be? 
dinka: It must be that brother of mine. 
mum: He never comes on Sundays. 
dinka: He never comes period. But since I didn't invite 
anybody, and nobody ever comes to see you, it's 
either him or Jehovah's Witnesses. 
mum: Just open the door. 
dinka: (coming back) They're exchanging "The 
Watchtower" for dinner. 
damjan: Hello, Mum. 

mum: My prodigal son. You never write, you never call. I 
must've left you a hundred messages. 
damjan: Thirty-six, to be precise. Aw, Mum, when I come 
home and hear that number... 
dinka: And you know they're all by mother dearest... 
damjan: ...I lose my will to check the messages. Besides, 
you have my cell phone number, call me. 
mum: I won't call you on your cell, when you're not home, 
you're probably working. 
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damjan: You can always call me. 

mum: Well, you could also call me. You know, for a change. 
dinka: He'd go bankrupt. You take hours on the phone, he 
can't afford it. 

damjan: See, Mum, you're pestering me. Even Dinka feels 
the need to stand up for me. What's up, sis? How's 
school? 

dinka: Same as always. When are you going to get me a 
job. 

damjan: Pass your finals and we'll talk. I thought you were 
into theatre. 

dinka: Changed my mind. 
damjan: Hear that Mum, that's genes working. 
mum: I don't know where you get it from. Certainly not 
from me. 

damjan: (to Dinka) It's a bad idea, really. You'll never be 
able to fill your big brother's shoes. 
dinka: You know, people keep asking about you. 

Something about that window you broke. 
mum: What window? 
dinka: It's been fixed. 

damjan: So, things do change at the Academy. How come 
you know about it? 

dinka: The girl from cafeteria told me. 
damjan: Lana? 

dinka: Nope, Petra. Seems the story is passed on. 
mum: What window? 

damjan: Come on, Mum, it's nothing big. We broke a 
window on a shoot. It was a long time ago and an 
accident. 

dinka: Your son's actually a hooligan but you never 

noticed 'cause you love him blindly as all mothers do. 
damjan: As all of my mothers. 
dinka: You jerk! 

damjan: Well, you should be better educated than us 
working class. 
mum: What working class? 

damjan: It's a thing from school. Working class and 
theoreticians. Dramaturges are theoreticians. 
mum: And who's working class? 
damjan: Everybody else. 

dinka: Yeah, these are jokes from your era... Stone Age, 
wasn't it? Neanderthal. 
damjan: Mum, is there anything in the fridge? 
dinka: You see, he's come to eat. 

damjan: I came home after being away for three days and 
discovered that what's left in my fridge is no longer 
edible. 

mum: Do you want me to make you something? 
dinka: Unbelievable, you don't even cook for me when I'm 
sick. 

mum: You never eat anything anyway. So? 
damjan: No, I'll just get something... 


mum: Are you sure? It's not a problem. 
damjan: I'm sure. Sit down. 
mum: And where have you been for three days? 
damjan: Away. 

mum: Away? Why didn't you tell me? 
damjan: I didn't go to Alaska. We were checking out 
location for a shoot. Not terribly important. 
mum: Where? 
damjan: Plitvice. 

mum: Plitvice! Had I known, I would've died worrying. It's 
still mined. 

damjan: That's why I didn't tell you. 
mum: Damjan! 

dinka: Mum, would you make him something to eat? (to 
Damjan) This is pure compassion talking... 
damjan: You don't have to, really. 
mum: What if I want to? 

damjan: Then it would be very rude to say no, seeing as 
you brought me up properly. 
mum: I'm on my way. 

(Mum exits.) 

dinka: Ok, now cut the crap. You could've gone grocery 
shopping. Why are you here? 
damjan: My grocery store's not open on Sunday. 
dinka: And you live on a hill in the middle of nowhere. 
That's a really shitty excuse. 

damjan: I live on a hill in the middle of nowhere. There are 
only hospitals in my neighbourhood. 
dinka: You could've gone for dinner at a psychiatry ward, 
nobody would suspect. 
damjan: I came to see you, sis. 

dinka: Oh. And where did you sleep this weekend? She 
didn't even feed you? 
damjan: I was at the Lakes. 

dinka: How strange, it must've been your body double I 
saw at the Aquarius on Friday then. 
damjan: Impossible. You know I don't hang out at the 
Aquarius. 

dinka: Neither do I. 

(Pause.) 

dinka: So, will you tell me everything? 
damjan: It's not for your ears. 

dinka: Oh yes, I'm the little kid who's never told anything. 
I'm so lucky that you're keeping me away from the 
mighty family curse all my life! 
damjan: What are you talking about? 
dinka: Never mind. Will you tell me? 
damjan: I don't think so. 
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dinka: I'll guess, then. You're in love... but not with the girl 
you came to Aquarius with... nor the one you speak of 
in interviews... 

damjan: I can't believe you read that crap. 
dinka: Only when it's about you. Now, you messed 

something up and you came for advice. Mum's advice 
at that, but you can't admit you need it. Essentially, 
you're momma's boy, that's why you have problems 
with women. 

damjan: God save me from cheap psychoanalysis. 

Especially coming from my own sister. 
dinka: But I'm right. 
damjan: Not in the least. 

dinka: I knew it. You're forgetting I've been listening tales 
about your girlfriends all my life. 
damjan: And what's your diagnosis, doc? 
dinka: You're irreparable, and I'll never marry, because if 
this is what nice boys like you do to their girlfriends, 
all hope is lost for the male of the species. 
damjan: So, sis, what should I do? 

dinka: To tell you the truth, I have no idea. If you're really 
in love, how could you do such a thing anyway? 
damjan: I don't know. I really don't know. 'Cause I'm 
stupid. 

dinka: You are. 

(Mum comes back.) 

mum: Trading insults again? 
damjan: Dinka's comforting me. 
mum: Wonderful. The soup's almost done. 
damjan: Dinka, you wanted to say something... about the 
family curse we've been keeping from you... 
dinka: (cuts him off) I said it didn't matter. 
mum: Dinka? 

dinka: He's talking nonsense. 

(Pause. Long and unsettling.) 

damjan: Hey, what are you writing about now? 

dinka: Human interactions. 

damjan: You couldn't have been more precise. 

dinka: I don't like to talk about it. What are you filming? 

damjan: Some documentary. 

mum: About what? 

damjan: Love agencies. 

mum: Hm? 

dinka: Dating services. 

mum: Why do you speak of it in such a derisive way? 
damjan: I do not at all. 
mum: You do. 

damjan: Mum, get off my case, OK? 


mum: I hate it when you do that. You're ridiculing others' 
misfortune. 
damjan: Oh, Mum... 

mum: Don't oh Mum me. It's easy to make jokes on other 
people's account when you're twenty-seven and old 
age seems light years away. 
damjan: Mum, you're wrong. 

mum: You think these people like having to find partners 
that way? It's probably people who have already tried 
out everything else. And when they barely find 
courage to do it, twenty-year-olds make fun of them 
in a TV show! 

damjan: That's not how I work! If you'd ever come to see 
one of my films, you'd know! 
mum: Well, if you'd ask me, I'd be there! 
damjan: I ask you! Every time! I always tell Dinka about it! 
mum: Yes, of course, those two times a year that you drop 
by, you speak only to your sister. I'm always the fifth 
wheel. I don't want to come to your premieres, I have 
a feeling I'm in the way... 

damjan: You're notin the way, how many times do I have 
to tell you that?!? 
mum: You never talk to me! 

damjan: You're impossible to talk to! It always ends like 
this! 

mum: There you go again, so condescending! That's why 
you can't make a decent film! You're always above the 
rest of us. The perfect Damjan. 
damjan: What do you care what my films look like? 
mum: I'm bothered when you speak of this agency in such 
a way! What do you know about being alone? 
damjan: I know that I met the woman of my life at that 
agency. At that stupid table. By those stupid rules. 
And now I'm alone. There, you wanted to talk. So talk 
now. 

(Pause.) 

dinka: Why didn't you tell us? About Dad. 

(Mum looks at her, startled.) 

dinka: That he left before. That he didn't want me. 

damjan: Dinka, don't... 

mum: I don't want to talk about it. 

dinka: Then why do you keep all the papers? In which he 
disowns me? In which he expressedly forbids me to 
bear his name? 
mum: You know? 
damjan: Since forever. 

dinka: Why was it so hard to tell us? And what about 

Christmas presents? You bought them on his behalf? 
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mum: I didn't want there to be a difference between the 
two of you. 

dinka: Why did he leave? Because I'm not his daughter? 

mum: He didn't leave. I chased him away. 

damjan: Because he didn't believe you. 

mum: And I never lie. 

damjan: Except to us. 

mum: I never lied to you. I just didn't give you unnecessary 
and burdening information. 

dinka: Finding out who my real father is does definitely 
qualify as unnecessary! 

mum: He is your father. He just didn't want himself to be, 
so he imaged things. 

dinka: And you drove him away. Because of that. Didn't 
you try to convince him? 
m u m : No. Did he deserve it? 
damjan: We don't know. You tell us. 

mum: He was not good for you. You' re not regular children. 
damjan: That's why we needed a regular father. To make 
us go to bed and ground us. 
mum: No. 

dinka: Because he wasn't good enough for you. 
mum: He was good enough for me, but not for you. 
dinka: Oh you poor dear. Do I hear some resentment in 
your voice? 

mum: Who do you think you are, Dinka? I chose my path, 
and I chose to keep quiet about it. You made me talk. 
dinka: I should've kept my mouth shut. Let you squirm till 
the end of your life. 
damjan: Give it up. 

dinka: No. Don't you think we're entitled to a little 
respect? That she should treat us as grown-ups 
capable of making their own decisions? 
damjan: And what would you have done? Go looking for 
him? 

dinka: Maybe I would. 
damjan: Why? 

dinka: Because I have to know. 

mum: He just didn't want another kid. Nothing special, 
Dinka. 

dinka: That's nothing special to you? 
mum: You're special to me. And that is enough. He doesn't 
matter. 

dinka: I don't believe you. I don't believe a word you say 
anymore. 

mum: You think my life was great? Being alone with two 
kids? Knowing, deep down inside, I'd always stay 
alone? 

damjan: Because of us? 

mum: Because of you. At first nobody looked at me 
because I was ugly. Tired. And now I'm just old. 


mum: Get a grip, Damjan. I don't wish you my life. And you 
grow up finally, perhaps we'll be able to talk without 
this stupid fake regards towards each other. 

(Mum exits.) 

damjan: Can't you ever keep your mouth shut? 

16. CTRL+ALT+DEL 

dinka: In that scattered horror it didn't matter where it 
would lead. It could have ended instantaneously, 
without reason and cause, because I am the sole reason. 
I am the border between truth and lies, the limit of that 
particular part of the universe. Only that what has 
started can end, only something that is not lasting 
already, that has not carved marks on us, that has not 
tainted us by its continuous, sticky presence can start. 
Stories, just as lies, can always begin from the beginning 
all over again and end without ending because they 
don't take on responsibility. 

Endings will then happen by inertia, just as when the 
autumn wind brings new thoughts and the summer 
dreams vaporise from one's head. Inertia is impossible 
to control. 

How to know which ending is the right one? The end 
can only be one point in a line. Any point. 

I want to be the source point. 

17. VERSIONS 

eva: You win. 

martin: I was never more glad to be right. I knew you'd call. 
eva: What now? Can you handle it? Can you handle me? 
martin: We'll see. We don't have to get engaged tomorrow. I 
know that for you it's been either sex or engagement, 
but we're going to work on that. 
eva: What, no sex? 

martin: (laughing) Yes, good relationships are based on 
mutual trust achieved through conversation. 
eva: And you asked me why I found it boring? 
martin: I give up. It seems that you won after all. OK, I'm 
ready to play by your rules. Within the limits of physical 
stamina, of course. 

eva: Who'd say you men are so easy to tame. I should've tried 
that ages ago. I could've been a rich widow by now. 
martin: Oh god, what am I getting myself into? 
eva: Run while you still can. 
martin: I don't leave. I told you that already. 


(Pause.) 
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18. 

morana: You know, I saw him last night. 

vanja: So dragging you to Aquarius wasn't a good idea. 

morana: Not in the least. 

vanja: Are you ok? 

morana: He was there with a woman. Actually, with two 
women. When one of them left, the other one just 
turned up. And both of them were at our agency. 
vanja: You're joking. 

morana: Well, he obviously doesn't have time to find dates 
elsewhere. 

vanja: Did you guys talk? 

morana: Not really. He came to me, dead drunk, and bit my 
shoulder and I pushed him away. 
vanja: Morana, did you ever ask him if he was single? 
morana: You won't believe it, but it didn't seem important. 
vanja: You felt like the only one. 

morana: It went through my head at one point it might not 
be so, but it vanished quickly. You know what the worst 
is? It's not important, even now. 
vanja: You'll get over it. 
morana: I'm sure. 


19 - 

eva: Martin? Jesus, I almost didn't recognize you. 
martin: Yeah, it's always like that. I'm not the easy-to- 
remember type. 
eva: You're no type. 

martin: It's nice of you to say so. Well, how you've been? 

eva: Fine. You know me. 

martin: Still playing solo? 

eva: And proud. 

martin: You look well. 

eva: Thanks. What about you? 

martin: Still solo. Not quite by choice. 

eva: I'm sorry. 

martin: It's not that bad. 

eva: It's not bad at all, you'll see. I'm sorry, I have to go. 
martin: It was good running into you. 

20 . 

From: Morana 

To: damjandaemon@grrr.net 
Cc: 

Subject: escape 

i think i owe you an explanation, sorry, this may be stupid, 
and it's not because i couldn't say it to your face, but it 
seemed to me there's just too much of it, and it can't be 


uttered in one breath, and every pause could lead in another 
direction, btw, pauses have meaning, at least with me. and 
this is no text for pauses, so, in order to avoid inadvertently 
signifying sth because of taking a breath, i decided on a 
letter, and yes, i know it's not good to leave a paper trail... 
and perhaps this whole stupid intro is just to buy time, i don't 
know, probably, now comes the difficult part, honesty, i 
propose a ten-minute break. 

i'm not angry at you. i'm angry at myself, i'm angry because 
i'm hurt over sth that shouldn't affect me. i'm angry because i 
think i'm not entitled to anger, and i'd like to be entitled, i 
wake up with your teeth marks on my shoulder and then i'm 
angry for letting you come that close and perhaps i'm even 
angrier because it feels good when you bite me. i'm angry at 
my skin because its reactions are so foolish, so unprincipled, 
so opposite to what i'd want, i want so much to stay cold, to 
forget that your touch scorches me. 
i manage it. sometimes, for a moment or two, sometimes 
longer, i can do it, i think, if you'd disappear from my life just 
now, i wouldn't even remember you. and then you do sth 
silly, irrelevant and i go mad. that's it. the control freak is out 
of control and the story begins for the umpteenth time, the 
problem with these beginnings is that they're not deleted 
automatically, but each new version includes the save file of 
the previous one. dammit, it's quite the baggage for a non¬ 
relationship. 

when we're standing ten feet away from your girlfriend at 
aquarius and you're coming on to me, of course i'll reject you, 
not because i'm not attracted to you but because it's 
definitely neither the time nor the place, and you move on to 
find a third party! i'm not accusing you and i'm not judging 
you, but i want you to know that at that moment i feel hurt 
and disappointed because it seems you don't really care who 
you're kissing, then i remember i don't have the right to feel 
hurt, then it confuses me. fuck, it's a real blow to the ego. 
probably not yours, and it's not about alcohol because even 
when i'm totally pissed i know whose arms i'm in and i know 
even better whose arms i most certainly won't be in. and 
then i go home and rage, and feel stupid for ever letting you 
near me because if it hadn't been me, it would've been a 
third, fifth, tenth party... and then, on top of all that, damn 
them, the tears start, and i cry only when i'm extremely 
happy or outrageously furious, there you go. you're the only 
one who's ever reduced me to tears, 
maybe you shouldn't have found out all of this, but i feel 
exposed in front of you anyway, and i'm sure you already 
know it, but i needed to say it. a piece of friendly advice, the 
only one you'll ever get from me, because, as i said, we're not 
friends: don't run away, running away is my strategy, that's 
how i know it's not a good one. 

morana: This is a message I never sent you. 

damjan: Don't tell me you have it saved in your computer. 
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morana: Yep. So I could blackmail you. 
damjan: I think there are a couple of things here open to 
discussion. 

morana: Such as what. 

damjan: Well, for instance, it's not true you don't cry when 
you're sad. I saw you. The other day at the cinema. 
morana: All right. I overdid it a bit, I admit. 
damjan: It's true that you're a control freak, and it's true 
we're not friends... 

morana: Damjan. What would've happened if I had sent it? 
damjan: You mean, if the famous llica Street incident where 
you explained everything, though much less coherently 
and with more curse words, hadn't happened? 
morana: Yes. 

damjan: My recovery might have been shorter. 
morana: At one point I thought it was too immense for me. 
That it happened too soon. Too sudden. Too... 
inconsistent. And unreal. And I wanted to escape. 
damjan: I was running away the whole time. These are your 
words. 

morana: And if I had said nothing at all? 
damjan: Nothing might have happened then. 
morana: This might not be happening. 
damjan: It can't happen to us. 
morana: Never. 


21. ARRANGE ALL 

damjan: Mum's asleep. 

dinka: I have the feeling I didn't solve anything. 

damjan: Why do you have the need to push everything to 
its limits? 

dinka: Not everything. 

damjan: Only the important stuff. 

dinka: There's no unimportant stuff. There are only 
unimportant people. 

damjan: Like Dad? 

dinka: Like Dad. But I had to find out he was unimportant. 
To me. What about you? 

damjan: I don't remember him well. I always choose to 
forget. 

dinka: And what happens then? 

damjan: After a while, you're not sure how the story really 
developed. 

dinka: You know, that's unimportant. 

damjan: You think? 

dinka: Will you let me see the footage... for the 
documentary? 

damjan: Why? 

dinka: I'm interested. I always want to know what you do 
in life. 


22 . CLICK HERE TO END SHOW 

dinka: I'm not interested in truth. 

I want to see what goes on under open umbrellas, that 
what's not quite so big and special only in its short¬ 
lived fullness. Like people who you meet once and don't 
get to know them more and don't get to know them 
better, people aboard the train from Zagreb to the 
Place-whose-name-you've-forgotten, if it even had a 
name in that dream, meaningless people. 

I'm not interested in truth. The moment it's been 
written down, it is true and false at the same time. Like 
you, my brother. And in the scattered horror, mild, 
imperceptible, it is only important where it begins. 

I want to be the source point. Make me believe that I'm 
the right one, the only one, the one that moves the 
universe in all its meaninglessness, make me believe 
that I'm the starting point of every system and the 
beginning of every rule. Only by me are things 
determined. Only inside me do they exist. Endings will 
then happen by inertia, as when the autumn rains bring 
new thoughts and summer dreams vaporise from one's 
head. 

I want to be the source point, but I cannot. Because I 
forget what is hidden under the tired eyelids so I can't 
pinpoint the beginning. That's when I lie. 

But when I close the umbrella, I can see the starry sky. 
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to ti je dala Akademija dramske umjetnosti, tocnije 
receno Odsjek dramaturgije na kojem jos uvijek nisi 
diplomirao? 

Akademija nedvojbeno jest fakultet koji individualno 
pristupa studentu. Ako pokazes da te nesto interesira 
vise, onda stvarno dobijes i priliku da to istrazujes, ali kad 
na to gledam iz danasnje perspektive, program koji smo 
imali ipak mi izgleda neozbiljan. Mene je najvise zanimalo 
dramsko pisanje, no za to smo imali odvojeno sat i pol tjedno, a zbog veceg 
broja studenata, uspijevao sam doci na red za konzultacije jedanput 
mjesecno. To mi nije bilo dovoljno. Isto tako, cini mi se da se na kraju nitko 
nije brinuo za znanje koje smo mi tokom studija morali pokazati. Kao da nitko 
nije razmisljao o tome sto cemo raditi nakon Akademije, pa se kroz ovih 
desetak godina npr. nitko nije uspio pobrinuti bar za to da kad posaljes tekst 
kazalistu netko na tvoj upit i odgovori. 


Mislis da je Akademija ta koja to treba raditi? Mislis da Akademija ima tu 
moc? 

Mislim da je Akademija trebala imati tu moc da kaze: "Eto, mi tu odgajamo 
neke ljude, mi od njih ocekujemo da pisu neke tekstove, da pokazu neko 
znanje". Akademija svake godine stvori 4 ili 5 dramaturga, scenarista ili 
dramskih pisaca, a kad odes s Akademije, ne mozes pronaci ni jedno kazaliste 
u kojem bi mogao ista raditi. Kad napises neki tekst, nemas ga kome ni poslati 
jer kazalista nemaju dramaturge da se time bave. 


Na koji nacin bi Akademija to trebala ili mogla promijeniti? 

Akademija bi trebala brinuti za svoje studente. Postoji burza nezaposlenih i 
nije lose id na burzu, ali ne vidim situaciju u kojoj kazaliste dolazi na burzu i 
kaze: "Evo, nama treba pisac ili dramaturg". Ako pohadas neki fakultet, ne 
podrazumijeva se nuzno da ti taj fakultet nade posao, ali trebao bi ti dati 
mogucnost da negdje legitimno mozes pokazati ono sto si naucio. 


Drugim rijecima, zelis red da Akademija ni na koji nacin ne postavlja 
smjernice za daljnji razvoj studenata nakon sto zavrse konkretan studijski 
odsjek o kojem pricamo? Osim odredenih pojedinaca unutar institucija koji 
ponekad traze nase profesore da im preporuce studente za sudjelovanje na 
radionicama, seminarima ili forumima... ali tu je rijec o studentskim 
radionicama, a ne o profesionalnom radu. 

Mislim da ni postojeci odnosi nisu fer, jer ne postoje natjecaji, nego se dogada 
da netko nekoga preporuci, a bilo bi dobro da svi imaju jednaku priliku. 
Postavlja se pitanje zasto Akademija, nakon sto nam pruzi neko znanje, a mi 
to znanje usvojimo, primijenimo i reproduciramo, nije u stanju uciniti nista da 
to znanje negdje kasnije i plasiramo. Kad izades s Akademije, izades u dzunglu 
u kojoj regularnim putem ne mozes nista napraviti. Nijedno kazaliste nema 
natjecaj za dramski tekst, nego sve moras raditi na neki nacin ispod zita. 


Ovaj razgovor se ne pokusava, to znamo oboje, pretvoriti u neko politicko 
pitanje za ili protiv Akademije, nego zeli analizirati nase vlastite probleme i 
nasu danasnju poziciju. Oboje smo se tamo skolovali i nesto s tim moramo 
sada napraviti. Imas li osjecaj da Akademija kao takva, ili mozda samo Odsjek 
dramaturgije na kojem smo studirali, postoji jedino zbog sebe same? 
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Ne bih rekao da postoji samo zbog sebe same, ali dok sam studirao ponekad 
sam imao takav osjecaj. Naime, nikad nisam imao osjecaj da me Akademija 
prihvatila. Imam osjecaj da me prije prihvatilo hrvatsko kazaliste nego 
Akademija. Moje drame bolje su prolazile u kazalistu, nego na ispitima na 
Akademiji. Naravno, umjetnost nije sport pa da postoje neki mjerljivi rezultati 
ili pravila. To sto me hrvatsko kazaliste prihvatilo prije Akademije u svojoj biti 
ne znaci puno. 

Rekla sam da bismo iz svega recenog mogli zakljuciti da ne postoji neka 
posebna povezanost izmedu Akademije, institucija i studenata dramaturgije. 
Kazalista ne zele citati nase tekstove, kazalista i televizije ne trebaju nasa 
znanja, stoga se postavlja pitanje ima li za nas kakvo drugo mjesto pod 
suncem. U tom smislu, sto je s nezavisnom scenom? Jesi li ikada osjetio 
potrebu pronaci neke neinstitucionalne mogucnosti za produkciju vlastitih 
tekstova? 

Ja nemam potrebu nikoga uvjeravati da bi moj tekst trebalo igrati. Sto se tice 
ukljucivanja u neke nezavisne grupe, za tim nikada nisam osjetio neku 
posebnu potrebu, a sto se tice suradnje s ljudima na nezavisnoj sceni, radio 
sam nekoliko puta kao dramaturg predstava koje su igrale u Teatru &TD, kao 
na primjer s Anjom Maksic i Sasom Bozicem, ali to je bio dramaturski posao 
koji je za mene u tim projektima bio manje autorski u odnosu na moje 
pisanje. Cini mi se da svoj puni potencijal ostvarujem tek u pisanju. 

U smislu postojanja u nekoj kazalisnoj realnosti, u nekom kontekstu, koje je 
tvoje mjesto? Gdje pripadas? 

Odgovorit cu na ovo pitanje kao i ti. Nigdje. Dramskim piscima se gotovo 
nitko u Hrvatskoj ne bavi. Pred dvije godine casopis Kazaliste, koji jejedini 
kazalisni casopis u zemlji, izdao je moju dramu. Dobio sam dva komentara i 
mislio sam da se moja drama vjerojatno nije nikome svidjela i da zbog toga 
nije bilo nikakve reakcije. U trenutku kada je dosla vijest da su Jugoslovensko 
dramsko pozoriste u Beogradu i ljubljansko Mesno gledalisce postavili Mirjanu 
dobio sam desetine upita od raznih ljudi o tome gdje bi oni mogli pronaci i 
procitati moju dramu. Bilo mi je nezamislivo da osobe koje se bave kazalistem 
tako nesto pitaju, tim vise sto casopis dolazi na kucnu adresu mnogim 
ljudima, te sto jejedini kazalisni casopis koji se iskljucivo bavi dramskim 
kazalistem. To iskustvo mije pokazalo kolikoje neozbiljnosti, neodgovornosti 
i nezainteresiranosti medu ljudima koji se bave kazalistem. Ipak, 
paradoksalno, jedino kazaliste koje je procitalo tu dramu i odlucilo je postaviti 
bilo je Hrvatsko narodno kazaliste u Zagrebu. 

Mislis li da je vrijeme dramskog teksta proslo? 

S dramskim tekstom se nikada nije vise eksperimentiralo nego danas. 

Njegovo vrijeme je proslo u smislu da se danas ne ocekuje da dramski tekst 
mora doci na pozornicu onako kako je napisan. Ali njegovo vrijeme nije proslo 
u smislu da kad krenem pisati tekst mislim o tome da ga pisem za pozornicu, 
i da imam neki umjetnicki razlog zasto ga pisem. Mislim daje dramski tekst 
danas vazanjednako kao i svi drugi elementi kazalista. Uostalom, svatko 
moze raditi kazaliste kakvo zeli. Ja cu pisati dramske tekstove jer tako hocu, i 
ne ocekujem od svojih tekstova da se nuzno izvedu, iako su oni naravno 
namijenjeni tome. Ako se izvedu, ocekujem da su moji tekstovi predlosci, a ne 
da predstava bude doslovna inscenacija mog teksta. Ne mislim da imam 
gledatelja, mislim da imam citatelja. Ne zanima me kazaliste u smislu toga da 
bude jedino i iskljucivo popriste dogadanja mog teksta. 
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Kakva je tvoja pozicija kao autora u odnosu na drustvenu realnost, 
geopoliticku realnost? Kakve veze ona ima s tvojim pisanjem? 

Uvijek pises o vremenu u kojem zivis. Ono zbog cegaja krecem pisati stvari su 
koje mene privatno interesiraju. Pisem o stvarima koje sam zelim istraziti i 
shvatiti. Ovisno o temi u pisanje se umijesaju drustvena i geopoliticka 
realnost. 
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S 



D rama Moj sin samo malo sporije hoda bit 
ce premijerno izvedena u Zagrebackom 
kazalistu mladih u reziji Janusza Kice 2on. 
godine. 


LIKOVI 

branko, 25 godina 
mia, njegova majka, 50 godina 
Robert, njegov otac, 50 godina 
doris, njegova sestra, 20 godina 
ana, njegova baka, 70 godina 
Oliver, njegov djed, 70 godina 
rita, njegova teta, 45 godina 
mihael, Ritin muz, 55 godina 
sara, prijateljica Doris i Branka, 25 godina 


(...) 

Mia i Rita sjede. One su sestre, iako to cesto zaborave. 

rita: Macka mi je dobro, nema rak. 
mia: Oprosti, zaboravila sam, nisam te ni pitala. 
rita: Nema veze. Dobro je. Mislila sam da ce krepati, ali nije. 
Sad ce opet u veljaci poludjeti. Ne volim je pustati vani, 
ali morat cu. Moras je pustiti van, da bar nesto pojebe. 
mia: A kako ti pas? 

rita: Dobro je. Nije mu bilo drago sto macka nema rak, ali 
eto, priviknut ce se. 
mia: Eto. 

Tisina. 

mia: A kako ste dosli? 

rita: Autom. Vidjela sam sudar, jos se tresem. 
mia: Mrtvih? 

rita: Samo sam krv vidjela, jako puno krvi. Auti sujako brzi 
kad pomislis, mogu id jako brzo i nesigurni su, pa 
zaboga sto je sigurno na kotadmal? Stoje uopce 
sigurno u krugu? Ni zemlja nije sigurna, okrugla je, 
stalno neki potresi. Nekad je zemlja bila ravna ploca. 
Tada nisu postojali automobili. Sve je bilo sigurno. 
mia: A gdje ti je muz? 

rita: Otisao je pogledati kako izgleda novi park. 
mia: Uredili su ga. 

rita: Rekla si, da. Bas dobro sto su ga uredili. 
mia: Da. 


Tisina. 

rita: Nekako je tiho tu. 

mia: Otisli su malo prileci prije zabave. 

rita: Ti ne mozes spavati? 

mia: Nestalo mi tableta. 

rita: Koje koristis? 

mia: Valeral. 
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rita: Pa te ti nista ne valjaju. Ja sam otkrila jedne nove, tek su 
ih izmislili, jos na Internetu sam ih rezervirala, dosle su iz 
Kanade, sjajne. 

Rita otvori torbu i iz njih se prospe tisuce tableta. 

mia: Ti i Mihael ste dobro? 
rita: Ide. 
mia: Drago mi je. 
rita: Ah... da. 

mia: Dobro izgledate zajedno. Nekad niste tako dobro 
izgledali zajedno. 

rita: Deblja se u zadnje vrijeme, puno jede. Kazem mu ja, 
nemoj toliko jesti prase jedno prasasto, ali ne slusa. 
mia: Dobar ti je. 
rita: Je. Dobar mi je. 

mia: Svi smo mislili da se ti nikad neces udati. 
rita: I ja isto. Bila sam pametna. 

mia: I ruzna. I mama se sinoc opet pitala zasto smo te pustili 
da se udas? Bila si pametna i talentirana za razliku od 
mene. I ruzna. 

rita: Mogla sam proputovati cijeli svijet, toliko sam pametna 
bila. I ambiciozna koliko sam ruzna bila. 
mia: Zasto si se onda udala? 

rita: Zasto sam se udala? Sto me pitas zasto sam se udala? 
Nekad gledam neki film na televiziji o mumijama, 
zlocestim Kinezima, zombijima i bude me strah. Onda 
odem u krevet i cvrsto zagrlim svog muza. Eto zasto 
sam se udala. 

mia: Zbog zlocestih Kineza? 
rita: Ne znam, mozda su i Japanci. 

Tisina. 

mia: Zvao je tvoj sin popodne. Pricao je s Brankom. 
rita: Rekli smo mu da nazove. 

mia: Bas lijepo od njega. On sigurno uziva, ganja djevojke. 
rita: Ganja. 

mia: Radi u drugom gradu. 
rita: Radi. 

mia: Nosi odijelo i kravatu. 
rita: Nosi. 
mia: I hoda. 

Tisina. 

mia: I moj Branko hoda. Samo malo sporije. 
rita: Da. 

mia: Dobar je. Tako je dobar maleni moj. Aja mu eto ni tortu 
nisam uspjela napraviti. 
rita: A sto ces. 

mia: Ati imas muza koji gleda parkove. Imas i dijete koje 
ganja djevojke. 


rita: Sinoc me zvao moj mali sin. Dobio je povisicu i tri nova 
putovanja u daleke krajeve. Talentiran je i ambiciozan, 
na mene. 

mia: Ma ne, nije uopce ruzan. 

rita: Vidio je vec sve kontinente, a tako je mlad. Zvao je da 
mi to kaze, aja nisam znala sto bih mu rekla. Ne znam 
vise zasto se tako malo veselim tim njegovim uspjesima. 
mia: Nije te zaboravio, Rita. 

rita: Znam da nije. Ja njega zaboravljam. Kosulje pegla bolje 
nego sto to ja radim. Budala mala samoziva. 
mia: Dobar je. 

rita: A ne znam. Mislila sam da ce biti drugaciji. 
mia: Tu se nista ne moze uciniti. 

rita: Zato postoje psi i macke. I s tobom su sve dok ne dobiju 
rak ili krepaju. I kanarinac, isto tako. Mislim da cu uzeti 
nekog zelenog. Ima danas cvrstih krletki, ne vjerujem da 
ce ga macka pojesti, a ako ga i pojede, sto se moze, 
kupit cu plavog. Jos nikad nisam imala neku plavu 
zivotinju. 

Tisina. 

mia: Morat ces mi dati te Kanadske tablete. 
rita: Moze. 

mia: Znas, jos nekad malo razmisljam da moj sin hoda. 
rita: Samo malo. 

mia: I onda malo zamisljam daje moj sin drugaciji. 

rita: Ali samo malo. 

mia: Samo malo, naravno. 

rita: I onda shvatis da nije i udahnes zrak i zivis. 

mia:. I zivis. 

rita: Jer je to tvoj sin i samo tvoj. 
mia: Samo moj. 

Ulazi Ana. 

ana: A tu ste. 

rita: Zdravo, mama. Ne mozes spavati? 
ana: Ne. 

rita: Lijepo si se uredila za zabavu. I lijepo mirises, dobro da 
si se okupala. 

ana: Ne znam gdje mi je bunda koju mi je Viktor kupio. 
rita: Nije ti nikakav Viktor kupovao bunde. 
ana: Je. Rekao mi je Branko. I vodio me na putovanja. 
rita: Nije, mama. To si umislila. 

ana: Branko mi je to rekao. Pricala sam mu. Sada malo 
zaboravljam pa ne znam. 

rita: Mama, pricala si daje Viktor bio siromasan, nije ti 
mogao kupovati nakit. 

ana: Imao je jake ruke. Drzao bi me u narucju... 
rita: Dok bi se ljubili i varali tatu. Znamo, mama. Pricas o 
tome vec dvadeset godina. O tom Viktoru i svojoj 
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jedinoj ljubavi. Povraca mi se vec od svega. Jadan tata, 
koliko si ga varala. 

ana: Varala? Dok bi me drzao, ja sam voljela Viktora. Toga se 
sjecam, u magli, ali se sjecam. Voljela sam ga. Toga se 
sjecam. Puno sam ga voljela. Jeste li sigurne da je bio 
siromasan? 

mia: Tako si pricala kad je umro. 
ana: Umroje? 
mia: Da. 

ana: Jesam li bilatuzna? 

mia: Tek puno kasnije, kada si saznala. Rekla si da si ga 
ostavila. 

ana: Ostavila? Zasto? 
rita: Pa tako si bar pricala. Vratila si se tati. 
ana: Zasto bih se vratila? Nisam voljela tatu. 
rita: Ne znamo, mama. 

ana: Zasto bi se vratila? Viktora sam jedinog voljela. 
rita: Ne znamo, mama. 

ana: Lazete, kuje male, lazete. A sve sam vam dala! Sve! 

Viktora sam voljela. 
mia: Smiri se, mama. 
ana: Lazete, kuje male, lazete! 

rita: Usuti mama! Sto govoris toliko o toj ljubavi!? Stalno 
govoris o tom Viktoru i o ljubavi, vec 20 godina, a sve je 
to jedna velika laz. Da nije umro, mislis da bi to bila 
ljubavi? Mrzila bi ga kao sto mrzis tatu! Prestani pricati 
o ljubavi! Jaje ne vidim. Nisam je nikad vidjela. Cdje je 
ljubav? Ljuuuuuubav!? Cdje si? Ljuuuuubav? Ljuuuubav! 
Vidjela sam ljubav jedino na televiziji. I samo tamo. 
Trajala je 180 epizoda i onda gotovo. Ponekad traje 210 
epizoda i onda gotovo. Vjencanje glavnih likova i paf - 
mrak, kraj programa. Nema sapunice kad pocne zivot. 
Lagali su nam. Lagala si nam. Ne pricaj vise o toj ljubavi, 
mama. Sve je to jedna velika laz kako bi nam bilo lakse. 
Prestani! Prestani! 

Ana otrci daleko traziti ljubav. 

Rita otrci za majkom. 

Ulazi Oliver. 

Oliver: Sto se dogodilo? 

mia: Mama opet o Viktoru. Oprosti, tata. 

Oliver: Nista, nista. 
mia: Bolesnaje. 

Oliver: Znam, znam. 

Tisina. 

Oliver: Kako si ti? 
mia: Ne znam. 

Oliver: Ako treba sto pomoci? 


mia: Snalazimo se. 

Tisina. 

mia: Je I' ti zao tata, sada kada si ovako star, skoro pa ces i ti 
umrijeti, je I' ti zao sto si se ozenio i stvarao sve ovo oko 
nas? 

Oliver: Kakvo je to pitanje? 

mia: Pitam. Je I' ti zao sto si slusao srce i napravio sve ovo? Je 
I' ti zao sto si se ozenio s mamom? Sad kad je tako 
bolesna? 

Oliver: Star sam, ne znam. 

mia: Ali reci mi, tata. 

Oliver: Ne znam. 

Tisina. 

mia: Ajde, mozes mi reci. Star si, brzo ces umrijeti, muskarci u 
nasoj obitelji nikad nisu dugo zivjeli. Reci mi, tata, uvijek 
si imao odgovore na sva moja pitanja, to sto te nisam 
slusala, ne znaci da te nisam cula. Je I' ti zao sto imas 
obitelj kad si ovako star i skoro ces umrijeti? Je I' ti zao 
sto nas imas? Je I' ti uopce sto znacimo mi ljusture oko 
tebe, ruzne i smrdljive? Je I' ti to ista znaci kad si vec 
tako star i samo sto ne umres? 

Oliver: Ne znam. 

mia: Ali reci mi, tata. Moras mi reci. 

Oliver: Sto zelis od mene? 

mia: Pa samo mi recije li se isplati? Je li se sve ovo isplati, 

tata? Ovo da placem zbog Branka, ovo da me boli? Da li 
to trebam tako ili ne kad cu i tako ostarjeti jos vise i vise 
i onda cu umrijeti kao i ti, vec si jako star, samo sto ne 
umres, a ja o tebi svih ovih godina nisam nista uspjela 
saznati. I nema druge nego umrijeti. Je li se isplati uopce 
sve ovo? Je li se isplati zivjeti, tata? 

Tisina. Duga tisina. A onda Oliver slegne ramenima. Ne zna. Ili 
ne zeli reci. Neke se tajne ne mogu odati. 

mia: Ajde, idemo ti naci kravatu za zabavu. 

Oliver: Rodendan je dvadesetpetogodisnjaka. 

mia: Svejedno. Idemo... 

Mia i Oliver odlaze. 

Ulazi Branko. Cleda gdje to zivi. 

Do njega dolazi Ana. Malo je plakala. 

ana: Nema ljubavi. Trazila sam po cijeloj kuci, ali nema. Jesam 
ti pricala o Viktoru? 

branko: Sve znam, bako. Drzao bi te u rukama cijelo vrijeme. 

ana: Maloprije sam se jos necega sjetila. 
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branko: Cega? 

ana: Nije bilo nikakvog Viktora. To je sve bila laz. 
branko: Kako to mislis? Stalno o Viktoru govoris. 
ana: Ne, prilicno sam sigurna da ga nikad nije bilo. Sve sam 
izmislila. 

Tisina. 

ana: Sad sam se sjetila. Sve mi je jasno. Ja sam zeljela nekog 
Viktora ali nisam nikad nekog takvog upoznala, a kamoli 
da me drzao u rukama cijelo vrijeme, dok bi to radili. 
branko: Bako,jesi li sigurna? 

ana: Nema Viktora. Nema ga. Nisam ga nikad imala. Imala 
sam dosadan zivot, nije ni cudo da sam ga zaboravila. 
Htjela sam da mi je bio posebniji pa sam malo lagala, a 
onda kad sam sve zaboravila nisam zaboravila samo 
ono sto sam lagala. jer je to sto sam lagala bilo ono 
najljepse. 

Tisina. 

ana: I Branko... 

branko: Reci, bako? 

ana: Nemoj ovo reci Oliveru. U redu? 

branko: Naravno. 

Ana ode. Mozda se ljubav ipak negdje skrila. 

Ulazi Mia. 

mia: Stoje? 
branko: Nista. Baka... 
mia: Danasjoj je tezak dan. 
branko: Valjda, da. 

mia: Htjela sam ti reci da ako mi zelis nesto reci, znaj da 

mozes. Ja sam... dobro. Mogu podnijeti. Samo sam ti to 
htjela reci da znas. Da sto god ti treba... I tako. Volim te. 

Tisina. 

mia: Jos ti nisam kupila dar. Ne znam vise sto zelis. Rastes. I 
brada ti vec tako brzo raste, svaki dan se moras brijati. 
Mozda da ti kupim neki brijaci aparat ili nesto tome 
slicno? Volim kada ti je lice meko, poput guze male 
bebe. 

branko: Dovoljno si mi kupila. 

mia: Nemoj govoriti gluposti, nije nam tesko trositi na tebe. 

Reci, sto bi htio? 
branko: Za dar? 
mia: Da. Sto bi zelio? 
branko: Nista. 

mia: Ajde, ne budi skroman. Ti si strasno skroman! 
branko: Htio bih da mi kupis nista, molim te. 


mia: Opet ti i tvoje sale. Tvoj je rodendan, moramo ti kupiti 
dar. Moram otici prije nego ducani zatvore. Zelis li id sa 
mnom? Nesto sam odabrati? 

branko: Znas da ne mogu brzo, bit ces u zurbi, ducani rade 
jos samo pola sata. 

Tisina. 

mia: Ne znam hocu li imati dovoljno tanjura za tortu. Sara ce 
doci? 

branko: Da. 

mia: Mozda nece htjeti tortu. A ako bude htjela dat cemo joj 
na plasticnom. 
branko: Sara me voli. 

Tisina. 

mia: Mogu jajesti na plasticnom. 

Tisina. 

branko: Ja nju ne volim. 

mia: Onda necemo trebati plasticne tanjure, sto bi se bez 
veze mijesali. 

branko: Ona me voli, aja bi da me voli netko drugi. Ali za 
sadaje to ona i to je sasvim u redu. 
mia: Sto to govoris Branko? 

branko: Moram malo vjezbati ovaj zivot, mama. Saraje 
draga. 

mia: Ti zasluzujes bolju! Puno bolju! 

Sute. 

mia: Nemoj me tako gledati. 

Tisina. 

mia: Tako je tesko razgovarati s tobom! 
branko: Nista nisam rekao. 
mia: Bastesko! 

Tisina. 

branko: Mama, mogu ti ispricati jedan san? 
mia: San? Kakav san? 
branko: Jedan. Cesto ga sanjam. 
mia: Sto sanjas? 

branko: Sanjam da sam odjeven u sljokicasto odijelo, da me 
netko postavio na sredinu pozornice i da govorim: 
hvala, to je sve od mene, dovidenja. Ja vise ne hodam, 
necu nikad vise hodati. Hvala, to je sve od mene, 
dovidenja. Onda se naklonim i zelim otici. Ali ne mogu 
otici. Moje noge ni u snovima vise ne rade. I onda zovem 
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tebe. Zovem te da mi pomognes i da me pomaknes, a ti 
ne mozes izaci na pozornicu. Promatras me i ne mozes 
izaci. Imas veliku tremu, bojis se javnih nastupa i ne 
mozes me pomaknuti. I zatojos uvijek stojim. Jer ti imas 
veliku tremu. 

Tisina. 

mia: Crozan san. 

Tisina. 

branko: Mama, oprosti sto ne mogu hodati. 

Tisina. 

mia: Ne, ja ne placem. Evo vidis koliko sam dobra danas, jako 
sam malo plakala. 

branko: Mama... 

mia: To je samo zato jer sam ti mama! Tvoja bolest je i moja 
bolest, samo sto je moja teza, jer za razliku od tebe, ja 
hodam. 

branko: Znam, mama... 

mia: Danas sam se sjetila tvog 20. rodendana i kako sam te 
odvela u diskoteku. Svi su te cudno gledali dok si 
pokusavao plesati, a ja sam htjela da ti budes kao ostali. 
Onda sam i plesala s tobom. 

branko: Mama... 

mia: Onda sam se sjetila i tvog 21. rodendana i kako sam 

napravila gorku tortu, valjda su bademi bili gorki. Ja sam 
bila toliko nesigurna da sam mogla poletjeti i nisam 
znalaje li ta moja torta stvarno gorka. Kad sam je htjela 
ponovno probati vise je nije bilo, ti si cijelu bio pojeo. 

Eto, toliko si me volio. 

branko: Mama... 

mia: Samo ti hocu red da sam u redu. Ja mogu ovako zivjeti! 
Vidis da mogu! Noge ti ne rade i to je sasvim u redu! 

branko: Mama.... 

mia: Evo i sad dok me zoves mama, ja bih mogla josjace 

zaplakati! Jer dok me zoves mama, mislim kakva sam ja 
to mama tako malom sinu kojem ne mogu pomoci. I 
vise ne govorim susjedima da ti samo malo sporije 
hodas! Vidis koliko sam bolje! Jutros sam kupovala u 
ducanu i rekla sam da imas rodendan, a prodavac me 
pitao kako si, a ja sam rekla da si dobro! Da uopce ne 
hodas ali da si dobro! Da vise ne hodas malo sporije, 
nego da ne hodas uopce! On me pogledao samilosno, ali 
ja sam bila ponosna sto sam to mogla reci. Ti ne hodas! 
Ti se vozis! 

branko: Mama... 

mia: Sto?! Zar ne zelis da to kazem otkad si obolio? Evo, 
govorim! Ti ne hodas! Ti ne mozes hodati! Moj sin ne 


hoda! Njemu noge ne rade! On nikad nece hodati! I jato 
mogu reci! Evo, rekla sam! 
branko: Hvala, mama. 

Tisina. 

mia: Oprosti. Samo me boli sto to vrijeme tako ide i sto se to 
tako sve dogada. 

branko: U redu je, mama. Danas smijes plakati. Hajdemo o 
necemu lijepom. Ajde mi pricaj o mom drugom 
rodendanu, kad sam prohodao. 
mia: Tako si lijepo dijete bio, bas lijepo. Prohodao si tamo kod 
hladnjaka. Na pocetku si stalno padao, pa se odmah 
dizao. Ja bih te malo drzala, pa pustila ali dm bi shvatio 
da te ne drzim, odmah bi pao. 
branko: Bebe su nesigurne. 

mia: Da. I onda polako vise nisi padao, a ja te vise nisam 
trebala drzati. I od onda si trcao sto dalje od mene. 

Tisina. 

branko: Dok se nije dogodilo to sto se dogodilo. 
mia: Dok se nije dogodilo to sto se dogodilo. 

Tisina. 

mia: Znam da te moram pustiti. Znam da moram. 
branko: Polako, mama. Polako cemo. 

Tisina. 

Miaje nemocna bilo sto reci. 

Tisina. 

Mia uzme aparat i fotografira Branka. 

branko: Kako sam ispao? 
mia: Dobro je. Lijepa slika. 

Tisina. 

Ulaze Oliver i Rita. 

Oliver: Ovu kravatu nisam nosio trideset godina! 
rita: Sad se opettakve nose! 

Oliver: Izgledam smijesno. 

rita: Mama, reci mu da izgleda dobro! 

Ana suti. 

ana: Meni govoris? 
rita: Da. Kako tata izgleda? 
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ana: Dobro. 
rita: Eto vidis. 

Oliver: Dobro, ha? Ajde ako ti tako kazes... 
ana: Ajde suti kurvin sine. 

Ulazi Mihael. 

rita: A evo i njega. 
mihael: Moram ti nesto red. 
rita: Sto? 

Ulazi Robert. 

Robert: Probudili ste me. 

Ulaze Doris i Sara. 

doris: Pa tu vec ima tako puno ljudi. Vec sam mislila da sam 
zakasnila, tako je divan dan vani. 
sara: Prekrasan dan. Obavijestila sam sve na Facebook-u 
koliko sam sretna danas. 

Ulazi Mia sa casama. 

mia: Tako sam nespretna, jos nista nisam napravila. Idemo 
pripremiti zabavu, nasem Branku je 25 godina! 
mia: Cetvrtina stoljeca! 

doris: Jako puno godina, moj mali braco, jako puno! 

Svi se razlete po kuci. Svi nesto rade, svi zele da kuca koja 
propada izgleda bolje. 

ana: Zasto je tako puno ljudi u ovoj kuci? 

branko: Jer mije rodendan. 

ana: Da? Sve sam zaboravila. Sto sam ti kupila? 

branko: Sunce. 

ana: Veliko? 

branko: Da. 

ana: Sigurno je puno kostalo. 

branko: Ne znam. Nije pristojno pitati. 

ana: Sve zaboravljam. 

branko: I ja, pa sto. 

ana: Ma gdje bi ti zaboravio? 

branko: A kako bi zivjeli da ne zaboravljamo? 

ana: Ne znam. 

branko: Eto vidis. 

mia: Ajde, vas dvoje, pomognite malo. 

Do Mie dolazi Robert. 

Robert: Mia, nisam ti rekao. 
mia: Sto? 

Robert: Prestala su me boljeti leda. Hvala. 


Tisina. 

Rita vrisne. 

Svi stanu. 

rita: Krepala mi macka, pickajoj materina! Krepala mi 

macka, picka da joj materina, a rekli da ima 9 zivota! A 
mozdaje i imala, mozdaje umirala polako, ali nismo 
primijetili. Mozda i ja imam 9 zivota? 

mihael: Nemas. 

rita: Krepala! Ha! Krepala! A sve joj dala. Mijenjala pijesak kad 
je pisala, davala proteine, ribe i ostale skupe stvari, a 
onda krepa. Pickajoj materina, nije me ni cekala, nego 
ovako nenajavljeno, preko Mihaela da mi to priopci. 

Kuda ovo sve ide, svi cemo krepati, svi krepaju! 

Krepajem od smijeha! 

Rita se pocinje smijati, a potom joj se pridruzuju i ostali. Svi se 

smiju. 

rita: Svi krepajemo u ovoj kuci. Evo tata vec ima sto godina, 
krepat ce i on, prvi - vjerojatno. Mama je bolesna, krepat 
ce jos prije. Zaboravit ce sto je prozor, a sto vrata, pa ce 
ravno na cestu, auto i bum! Krepala! I ja imam vec 
godina, krepat cu i ja, ovako luda i blesava ako ne 
zavrsim prije u ludnici. Mihael se poceo debljat, krepat 
ce i on, krvne zile, srce, vene, ovo - ono. I ti Mia. 

Osjetljiva si ko sam vrag, neces se ni okrenut rak ce te 
zaskocit, sirit ce se po tvom jadnom tijelu. Sta me 
gledate vas dvije male, i vi cete krepati, mladost brzo 
prode, tek su poceli potresi i poplave, negdje ce vas 
voda odnijet! Svi cemo krepati! 

Branko krene izaci. 

rita: Gdje ces, Branko? Mislis da ti neces krepati? Krepat ces, 
krepat, ja ti kazem. 

mia: Rita! 

rita: Sto je? Pametan je mali, zna on sve. 

mihael: Rita! 

branko: Znam sve, pustite je. Ne hodam. 

Tisina. 

branko: Sto je tisina? Nisam rekao da sam krepao. Ne 
hodam. 

Branko se pocinje smijati, a potom mu se pridruzuju i 
ostali. Svi se smiju. 

ana: Ne hoda! Ja brze hodam, a imam sto dvadeset godina! 
Maloprije ga pobijedila. 


Ivor Martinic 

Moj sin samo malo sporije hoda 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


109 


branko: Ja se vozim! 

Robert: Ali u skupim kolicima. 
branko: Necu nikad moci stati uza zid i pisat! 
mihael: Bolje, kao da sam malo puta tako popisao hlace. 
branko: Necu nikad vise trcati. 

rita: Ha! Neces moci trcati u humanitarnom maratonu, 

skupljati novce za rak. Picka ti materina, daj neke novce, 
kad ne mozes trcati i tako skupljati. Neces moci ici u 
kino tu dolje niz ulicu. Stepenice su previsoke, neces 
nikad moci gledati filmove u ovoj ulici, a imaju dobar 
program, bit ces glup, glup za filmove. Neces moci igrati 
vaterpolo, za to ti trebaju noge, a tebi ne rade. Nece 
nitko navijati za tebe. Nece te uzdizati na prijestolje! 

Svi se polako prestaju smijati. 

mia: Idemo! Rodendanska proslava! 

Svi se rastrce. 

sara: Voljeti ces uvijek moci. Smeta ti sto sam dosla? 

BRANKA: Ne. 

sara: Sretan rodendan. 

CETIRI 

Sjede. Kucaje ukrasena balonima. Rodendan jejednog 
dvadesetpetogodisnjaka. 

Tisina. Duga tisina. 

Rita pogleda na sat. 

rita: Evo ponoc! Vise ti nije rodendan! Sada si star dvadeset 
pet godina i jedan dan. Divan rodendan, divno sam se 
zabavila! Jedan od najboljih rodendana na kojima sam 
bila! Sada moramo ici, sutra ujutro rano ustajemo, 
imamo jako puno posla, neodgodivog posla, treba 
prosetati psa, pokopati macku i kupiti zelenog 
kanarinca. Ili mozda hrcka? Koliko zivi hrcak? Cime se 
hrani, koliko voli i naravno, koliko kosta? 
mihael: Nekoliko godina, pretpostavljam. 
rita: Dovoljno. Razmislit cemo do jutra. Idemo, ovako dugo 
negdje nismo ostali vec godinama. 
mihael: Stvarno smo dugo ostali. S vama sati brzo produ. 
ana: Ne seri. 
mia: Mama! 

rita: Pusti je, umornaje. I ti tata izgledas umoran, odi u 

krevet, nije za tvoje godine biti budan ovako kasno, jos 
ce te i srce strefiti pa cemo ravno nakon ovog 
rodendana, mackinog sprovoda i na jos jedan sprovod. A 
tako sam se lijepo zabavila! 


branko: Hvala sto ste dosli. 

rita: Pa naravno. I drugi put, maleni moj. 

mihael: Vidimo se. 

mia: Hvala, laku noc. 

Robert: Oprezno vozite! 
rita: Uvijek! 

Rita i Mihael odu. 

sara: I ja bih morala ici. Bilo mi je jako lijepo sa svima vama, 
napisat cu u statusu na Facebooku da sam bila na 
jednom od najljepsih rodendana ikad. 
mia: I namaje s tobom bilo lijepo. 
sara: Jedva cekam sljedeci. 
mia: I mi. 

doris: Vidimo se, Sara. 

sara: Vidimo se, Doris. Kakav dan? I ja i ti zaljubljene! 
doris: Da, divno! Vidimo se sutra. 

sara: Branko, doci cu kod tebe odmah ujutro. Cim svane. 
branko: Vidimo se, Sara. 

Sara poljubi Branka i otide. 

Oliver: Idem u krevet, ima Rita pravo, kasno je. 

branko: Hajde, djede. 

ana: Cekaj, idem ija. Daj mi ruku. 

Oliver joj pruza ruku kako bi se mogla ustati. Vec nekoliko 
godina joj nije pruzio ruku. Ana ustaje. 

ana: Bio ti je lijep rodendan. 

Oliver: Nije bio moj. Brankov. 

ana: Onda mi pusti ruku. Kurvin sine, prestani me dirati. 

Ana i Oliver odu. 
mia: Laku noc. 

Robert: Idem ija polako u krevet, kasno je. Mia, neces dugo? 
mia: Samo cu oprati neke case u kuhinji. 

Robert: Dobro. Branko, vidimo se sutra. 
branko: Vidimo se. 

Robert i Mia odu. 

doris: Ti ces isto, Branko, u krevet? 
branko: Da, umoran sam. 
doris: Dobro. Dobra je Sara. 
branko: Je. 

doris: Nisam ozbiljno mislila kada sam govorila da je 
premrsava i sve to... 
branko: Znam. 

doris: Zaljubljena je u tebe, vidi se. 
branko: Da. A i ti si zaljubljena. 
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doris: Da, jesam. Tin je divan. Vidi mi se sjaj u ocima, je I' 
tako? 

branko: Da, vidi se. 

doris: A u trbuhu stalno neki nemir od hrpe leptira. I samo 
mislim na njega, nista drugo. 
branko: Ajdejos mi pricaj. 

doris: Hocu ga dirati, stalno. I nitko mi ne smeta u tome, 
danas sam ga zagrlila usred grada, kao da sam svima 
htjela pokazati koliko mi je lijepo i koliko ga volim. 

Hodali smo cijelim gradom tako zaljubljeni. 
branko: Pricaj jos. 

doris: Jos? Ali i ti si danas zaljubljen, Branko. Ti bi meni 
trebao pricati. Cekaj, da vidim sjaj u ocima? 

Doris ga gleda. Sjaja u ocima nema. 

branko: I? 

doris: Tako su lijepe tvoje oci. Bas su lijepe. 
branko: Sjaj? 

doris: Bas su lijepe. Imas najljepse oci na svijetu. 

Tisina. 

branko: Danas mi je baka nesto priznala. Nije bilo nikakvog 
Viktora. 

doris: Kako to mislis nije bilo, pa samo o njemu prica, to je 
ljubav njenog zivota? 
branko: Nije bilo. Izmislila ga je. 
doris: A uvijek sam mislila... 

branko: Da je nasa baka imala uzbudljiv zivot. Nije. Ali kad 
pogledas, zivot je tako kratak, ja imam 25 godina i jedan 
dan, sto je pola od pedeset, sto je cetvrtina stoljeca, a 
rijetko tko dozivi stoljece. 
doris: Branko... 

branko: Sto si sad tuzna seko? Samo kazem. To je tako. 
doris: Ma samo da nas netko otkrije, kao sto je onaj otkrio 
Ameriku. 

branko: Vec stoljecima se nista novog nije otkrilo. 

doris: Mislis da cemo zauvijek zivjeti ovdje? 

branko: Ne znam. Ali tu vrijeme brzo prolazi i ne ide unatrag. 

Tisina. 

doris: I tebi se vidi sjaj u ocima, Branko. 
branko: Hvala, seko. 

doris: I do tu ti se cuju leptirici u trbuhu. Cujes li? 

branko: Cujem, seko. 

doris: I koljenati klecaju. 

branko: Neprekidno. 

doris: Divno je to biti zaljubljen! 

branko: Da, divno je. 


doris: Idem cas vani, Tin me ceka, ali samo da mu kazem da 
necu veceras izaci. 

branko: Zasto? Ja i tako idem u krevet. 
doris: Siguran si? 
branko: Siguran. 

doris: Hvala ti. Pricat cu ti sutra ujutro kako mi je bilo. 
Vidimo se tada. Divan rodendan, moj maleni braco. 
Kupit cu ti dar, divan dar, tata mi je dao jako puno 
novaca. 

branko: Zbogom seko. 

Doris otide. Ulazi Mia. 

mia: Eto, prezivjeli smo. 
branko: Da. 

mia: Sutra cemo ti kupiti darove, ne znam kako su svi mogli 
biti tako nespretni da su sve zaboravili. Ja nista nisam 
mogla odabrati, ali naci cu sutra. 
branko: Rekao sam da nema veze. 
mia: Znam, znam. Lijep rodendan, zar ne? 
branko: Da. Hvala. 
mia: Opetti zahvaljujes. 
branko: Pa tako. 

mia: Dobro si ti moje malo dijete. Jako dobro. Volim te, 
Branko. I volim i Saru. I volim i tebe i tvoje noge. 
branko: Hvala, mama. 

mia: Vidis kako sam bila dobra, jako sam malo plakala. 
branko: Da. 

mia: Ne treba se bojati rodendana. 
branko: Ne treba. 

mia: Idem u krevet, ti nemoj dugo. Laku noc. 
branko: Laku noc. 

Mia ode. 

Branko ostaje sam. 

Sve se doima kao san. 

Branko oblaci sljokicasto odijelo. 

Ustaje se i kao da stoji na sredini pozornice. Kao da zeli red: 
hvala, to je sve od mene, dovidenja. 

I onda hoda. 

Ode. 

Daleko. 

Mrak. 


Tisina. 
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W hat has the Academy of Dramatic Art given 

you, or rather the department from which 
you still haven't graduated? 

The Academy is undoubtedly a sort of school 
that approaches each student individually. If 
you show them that you're really interested 
in knowing more about something particular, 
they will give you an opportunity to explore 
it. Still, when I look at it from today's perspective, the curriculum that we had 
seems rather unserious. I was mostly interested in playwriting, but there was 
an hour and a half per week dedicated to that and because we were so many, 
I could hardly get to consult with the professor once a month. For me, that 
was not enough. Besides, I think that eventually nobody cares for the 
knowledge that we had to demonstrate during our studies. It seems that 
nobody at the Academy really cared about what we would do afterwards. For 
example, in these past ten years nobody has asked whether our applications 
to various theatres ever get answered. 



Translated from the Croatian 
by Marina Miladinov 


You think that the Academy should do that? Do you believe that the 
Academy has that sort of power? 

I think that the Academy should have the power to say: "Look, we are 
training some people here, we expect them to write some texts, to show 
some knowledge." Every year, the Academy produces some four or five 
dramaturges, scriptwriters, or playwrights, but when you leave the Academy, 
you can't find a single theatre where you could do anything. You produce a 
text and then you have no one to send it to, since they have no dramaturges 
that would deal with it. 


How should the Academy change the situation? Can it change something? 

The Academy should take care of its students. There is an unemployment 
agency and there is nothing bad with going there, but I cannot imagine a 
situation in which a theatre would go there and say: "Look there, we need a 
writer or a dramaturge." If you attend a university, it doesn't mean that it 
should find you a job, but it should at least give you an opportunity to show 
somewhere properly what you have learned. 

In other words, you'd like to say that the Academy does not pave the way for 
the students to continue their development after they have graduated from 
that particular department we are talking about? Apart from certain 
individuals within the institutions, who sometimes ask the professors to 
recommend students to participate in workshops, seminars, or forums... but 
those are student workshops, not professional work. 

I think that the existing situation is unfair, since there are no open 
competitions. It only happens that someone recommends a student, but in 
fact there should be equal opportunities for everyone. The question is why 
the Academy, after giving us some knowledge that we dutifully internalize, 
apply, and reproduce, is incapable of doing anything to let us use that 
knowledge somewhere later. Once you leave the Academy, you find yourself 
in a jungle in which you can't do anything the regular way. No theatre has an 
open competition for plays you must do everything under the counter, so to 
say. 
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We both know that this conversation is not meant to turn into a political 
question for or against the Academy; we are merely trying to analyze our 
own problems and our present position. We both studied there and now we 
must do something with it. Do you feel as if the Academy, or perhaps the 
Dramaturgy Department where we studied, exists merely for its own sake? 

I wouldn't say that it exists for its own sake, but while I was studying, I 
sometimes had that feeling. I never felt really accepted at the Academy. I feel 
that the Croatian theatre has accepted me, but the Academy never did. I 
fared better with my plays in theatres than at the exams. Of course, art is no 
sport and there are no measurable results or rules. The fact that the Croatian 
theatre accepted me before the Academy doesn't mean much in itself. 

From all that we've just said, we might conclude that there is no special link 
between the Academy, the institutions, and the students of dramaturgy. 
Theatres refuse to read our texts, they don't need our knowledge, and the 
television doesn't need it either. We may ask ourselves whether there is a 
better place for us under the sun. Speaking of that, what is the situation with 
the independent scene? Have you ever felt the need to find some non- 
institutional opportunities for the production of your texts? 

I feel no need of convincing anyone that they should stage my texts. As for 
joining an autonomous group, I've never felt any personal inclination to do 
so, and as for collaborating with people from the independent scene, I 
worked several times as a dramaturge for plays that were staged at Theatre 
&TD, for example with Anja Maksic and Sasa Bozic, but it was rather a 
dramaturgical type of work, which was less creative than my own writing. 
And I feel that I can realize my full potential only when I write. 

What is your place within the theatre reality, in a particular context? Where 
do you belong? 

I will answer the question just as you would: nowhere. Almost nobody cares 
about playwrights in Croatia. Two years ago, the journal Kazaliste (Theatre), 
which is the only one dealing with repertory theatre in this country, 
published a play of mine. I received two comments and I believed that 
nobody liked it and that's why I never got any feedback. But once the news 
came that the Yugoslav Drama Theatre in Belgrade and the City Theatre 
Ljubljana were staging my Mirjana, I received dozens of inquiries from various 
people as to where they could find and read my play. I couldn't imagine that 
anyone who is into theatre might ask something like that, especially since 
Kazaliste (Theatre) is home-delivered to many of them and it is the only 
theatre journal dealing exclusively with dramatic theatre. That was when I 
realized to what extent people dealing with theatre were actually unserious, 
irresponsible, and uninterested. Nevertheless, paradoxically, the only theatre 
that has read my play in Croatia and decided to stage it was the Croatian 
National Theatre in Zagreb. 

Do you believe that the times of playwriting are over? 

Plays have never been more subject to experimentation than today. Their 
times are over in the sense that today nobody expects that a play should 
reach the stage in the same form in which it was written. But its times are 
not over in the sense that, when I start writing a text, I think of writing it for 
the stage and I have an artistic reason for writing it. I think that plays are just 
as important today as all the other elements of theatre. After all, everyone 
can do theatre as he or she wishes. I will write plays because I want to and I 
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don't expect my texts to be staged by all means, even though they are 
certainly meant to be. If they get to that point, I expect them to be models, 
rather than having a performance made literally after my text. I imagine 
having readers rather than spectators. I am not interested in theatre as being 
the one and only arena where my text will take place. 

What is your position as an author regarding the social reality, the 
geopolitical reality? How does it affect your writing? 

One always writes about the time in which one lives. The reason why I start 
writing about certain things is because I am personally interested in them. I 
am writing about things that I want to explore and understand by myself. 
The social and geopolitical reality will come in depending on the topic. 
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Translated from the Croatian by Magdalena Skoblar 


T he first performance of the drama My 
Son Walks Just a Bit Slower, directed by 
Janusz Kica, will take place at the Zagreb 
Youth Theatre in 2on. 


CHARACTERS 

branko, aged 25 
mia, his mother, aged 50 
Robert, his father, aged 50 
doris, his sister, aged 20 
ana, his grandmother, aged 70 
Oliver, his grandfather, aged 70 
rita, his aunt, aged 45 
mihael, Rita's husband, aged 55 
sara, a friend of Doris's and Branko's, 
aged 25 


(...) 

Mia and Rita are seated. They are sisters, although they often 
forget that. 

rita: My cat is fine, she doesn't have cancer. 
mia: Sorry, I forgot, I hadn't even asked you about it. 
rita: Never mind. She's fine. I thought she'd drop dead but 
she didn't. Now she'll go crazy again in February. I don't 
like letting her out but I'll have to. You have to let her 
out, so she can fuck something. 
mia: And how's the dog? 

rita: He's fine. Wasn't glad that the cat doesn't have cancer, 
but there you go, he'll get used to that. 
mia: There you go. 

Silence. 

mia: How did you come? 

rita: By car. I saw a car crash, I'm still shaking. 

mia: Any dead? 

rita: I just saw blood, lots of blood. Cars are so fast, when 
you think about it, they can go really fast and they're 
unsafe, what on earth could be safe on wheels?! What 
could be safe in a circle? Even the earth isn't safe, it's 
round, earthquakes all the time. Once, the earth used to 
be flat. There were no cars then. Everything was safe. 
mia: Where's your husband? 
rita: He went to see the new park. 
mia: It's been done up. 

rita: Yes, you said. It's really good they did that. 
mia: Yes. 


Silence. 
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rita: It's kind of quiet here. 

mia: They went to lie down for a bit before the party. 

rita: You can't sleep? 

mia: I've run out of pills. 

rita: Which ones do you take? 

mia: Valeral. 

rita: They're rubbish. I've discovered some new ones, they've 
just made them, I booked them online, they came from 
Canada, excellent stuff. 

Rita opens her bag and thousands of pills spill out from it. 

mia: You and Mihael are well? 
rita: It's going. 
mia: I'm glad. 
rita: Oh... yes. 

mia: You look good together. There was a time when you 
didn't look so good together. 

rita: He's been putting on weight lately, eats a lot. I tell him, 
don't eat so much you porky pig, but he doesn't listen. 
mia: He's good to you. 
rita: Yeah. He is good to me. 
mia: We all thought you'd never marry. 
rita: Me too. I was smart. 

mia: And ugly. Mum wondered again last night why we let 
you get married. You were smart and talented, unlike 
me. And ugly. 

rita: I could have travelled the world, that's how smart I was. 

And I was as ambitious as I was ugly. 
mia: Why did you get married? 

rita: Why did I get married? Why do you ask why I got 
married? Sometimes I watch films on TV about 
mummies, evil Chinamen, zombies and I get scared. 
Then I go to bed and hug my husband tightly. That's 
why I got married. 
mia: Because of evil Chinamen? 
rita: I don't know, maybe they're Japanese. 

Silence. 

mia: Your son called this afternoon. He talked to Branko. 
rita: We told him to ring. 

mia: That was really nice of him. He must be enjoying 
himself, chasing girls. 
rita: Yes, he is. 

mia: Working in a different city. 
rita: Working, yes. 
mia: Wearing a suit and tie. 
rita: Wearing, yes. 
mia: And walking. 

Silence. 


mia: My Branko also walks. Just a bit slower. 
rita: Yes. 

mia: He's good. Such a good little boy of mine. And I haven't 
even managed to make a cake for him. 
rita: Well, what can you do. 

mia: While you have a husband who looks at parks. And you 
have a child who chases girls. 
rita: My sonny boy called me up last night. He got a raise 
and three new trips to faraway places. He's talented 
and ambitious, like me. 
mia: No, he's not at all ugly. 

rita: He's been to every continent and he's so young. He 
called me to say that, and I didn't know what to tell 
him. I don't know why I don't feel more happiness about 
his success. 

mia: He hasn't forgotten you, Rita. 
rita: I know he hasn't. I'm forgetting him. He irons shirts 
better than I do. Silly little fool. 
mia: He's good. 

rita: I don't know. I thought he'd be different. 
mia: You can't do anything about that. 
rita: That's what cats and dogs are for. They stick with you 
until they get cancer or drop dead. Canaries too. I think 
I'll get a green one. Today you can find solid cages, I 
don't believe the cat will eat it, and even if it does, what 
can you do, I'll buy a blue one. I've never had a blue 
animal. 

Silence. 

mia: You'll have to give me those Canadian pills. 
rita: Sure. 

mia: You know, sometimes I still imagine that my son can 
walk. 

rita: Just sometimes. 

mia: And then I sometimes imagine my son is different. 
rita: But just sometimes. 
mia: Of course, just sometimes. 

rita: And then you realize he's not and you breath in and live. 
mia: And live. 

rita: Because it's your son, and only yours. 
mia: Only mine. 

Ana enters. 

ana: Ah, there you are. 
rita: Hi, mum. You can't sleep? 
ana: No. 

rita: You dressed up nice for the party. You smell nice too, 
it's good you've had a bath. 

ana: I don't know where that fur coat Viktor bought me is. 
rita: No Viktor ever bought you fur coats. 
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ana: He did. Branko told me. And he took me travelling with 
him. 

rita: He didn't, mum. You're imagining things. 
ana: Branko told me that. I'd told him about that. Now I am 
a little forgetful so I don't know. 
rita: Mum, you said that Viktor was poor, he couldn't buy 
you jewelry. 

ana: He had strong hands. He'd hold me in his arms... 
rita: While you were kissing and cheating on dad. We know, 
mum. You've been talking about that for twenty years. 
About this Viktor and your only true love. It makes me 
sick. Poor dad, cheating on him so much. 
ana: Cheating? When he used to hold me, I loved Viktor. I 
remember that, vaguely, but I remember. I loved him. I 
remember that. I loved him a lot. You sure he was poor? 
mia: That's what you said when he died. 
ana: He died? 
mia: Yes. 
ana: Was I sad? 

mia: Only much later, when you found out. You said you had 
left him. 

ana: Left him? Why? 

rita: That's what you used to say. Came back to dad. 
ana: Why would I come back? I didn't love dad. 
rita: We don't know, mum. 

ana: Why would I come back? Viktor is the only man I loved. 
rita: We don't know, mum. 

ana: You're lying, you little bitches, you're lying. And I gave 
you everything! Everything! I loved Viktor. 
mia: Calm down, mum. 

ana: You're lying, you little bitches, you're lying! 
rita: Shut up mum! Why are you talking so much about 
that!? You're talking all the time about that Viktor and 
love, for 20 years, and it's all a big lie. If he hadn't died, 
do you think it would have been love!? You would have 
hated him like you hate dad! Stop talking about love! I 
don't see it. I've never seen it. Where is love? 

Looooove!? Where are you? Looooove? Looooove! I've 
only seen love on television. And only there. It lasted for 
i8o episodes and it was over. Sometimes it lasts 210 
episodes and then it's over. The main characters get 
married and poof - darkness, end of program. There is 
no soap when life begins. They lied to us. You lied to us. 
Don't talk about that love any more, mum. It's all one 
big lie to make us feel better. Stop it! Stop it! 

Ana runs away to look for love. 

Rita runs after her mother. 

Oliver enters. 

Oliver: What happened? 


mia: Mum is on again about Viktor. Sorry, dad. 

Oliver: It's ok. 
mia: She's ill. 

Oliver: I know, I know. 

Silence. 

Oliver: How are you? 
mia: I don't know. 

Oliver: Do you need any help? 
mia: We're managing. 

Silence. 

mia: Dad, are you sorry, now that you're so old, soon you will 
die too, are you sorry you got married and created all 
this around us? 

Oliver: What kind of question is that? 
mia: I'm asking. Are you sorry you listened to your heart and 
created all this? Are you sorry you married mum? Now 
that she's so ill? 

Oliver: I'm old, I don't know. 
mia: But tell me, dad. 

Oliver: I don't know. 

Silence. 

mia: Come on, you can tell me. You're old, you'll die soon, 
men in our family have never lived long. Tell me, dad, 
you always had answers to all of my questions, the fact 
that I didn't listen to you doesn't mean I didn't hear you. 
Are you sorry you have a family, now that you're so old 
and will die soon? Are you sorry you have us? Do we 
mean anything to you at all, just empty shells 
surrounding you, ugly and smelly? Does that mean 
anything to you at all, now you're so old and about to 
die? 

Oliver: I don't know. 

mia: But tell me, dad. You have to tell me. 

Oliver: What do you want from me? 

mia: Just tell me is it worth it? Is all this worth it, dad? That I 
cry about Branko, that it hurts me? Should I be like that 
or not, when I'll get even older anyway then I'll die like 
you, you're already so old, about to die, and in all these 
years I haven't managed to know anything about you. 
There is no other choice but to die. Is this worth it, all of 
this? Is life worth living, dad? 

Silence. Long silence, then Oliver shrugs his shoulders. He 
doesn't know. Or doesn't want to say. Some secrets cannot 
be given away. 

mia: Come on, let's go find you a tie for the party. 
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Oliver: It's the birthday of a twenty-five-year-old. 
mia: Doesn't matter. Let's go... 

Mia and Oliver leave. 

Branko enters. He is looking around at where he's living. 

Ana comes up to him. She's been crying a little. 

ana: There's no love. I've looked around the entire house, but 
there isn't any. Have I told you about Viktor? 
branko: I know everything, grandma. He used to hold you in 
his arms all the time. 

ana: I've just remembered something else. 
branko: What? 

ana: There was no Viktor. It was all a lie. 
branko: How do you mean? You talk about Viktor all the 
time. 

ana: No, I'm pretty certain he never existed. I made it all up. 
Silence. 

ana: Now I've remembered. It's all clear to me. I wanted a 
Viktor but I'd never met anyone like that, let alone that 
he'd hold me in his arms all the time while we were at it. 
branko: Grandma, are you sure? 

ana: There is no Viktor. He doesn't exist. I've never had him. I 
had a boring life, no wonder I forgot him. I wanted it to 
have been more special so I lied a bit, and then when I 
forgot all about it, the only thing I didn't forget was the 
lie. Because the most beautiful thing about it was the 
fact that I lied. 

Silence. 

ana: And Branko... 

branko: Tell me, grandma? 

ana: Don't say anything to Oliver. Alright? 

branko: Of course. 

Ana goes away. Maybe love does hide somewhere. 

Mia enters. 

mia: What's up? 
branko: Nothing. Grandma... 
mia: She's had a tough day today. 
branko: I suppose so, yes. 

mia: I wanted to tell you that if you want to tell me anything, 
you can. I'm... fine. I can handle stuff. I just wanted to 
tell you this so that you know. That if you need 
anything...and stuff. I love you. 


Silence. 

mia: I haven't bought you a present yet. I don't know what 
you want anymore. You're growing. Your beard grows 
so quickly, you have to shave every day. Should I buy 
you a shaver or something like that? I like it when your 
face is soft, like a baby's bum. 
branko: You've bought me enough things. 
mia: Rubbish, we don't find it hard to spend money on you. 

Tell me, what would you like? 
branko: As a gift? 
mia: Yes. What would you like? 
branko: Nothing. 

mia: Come on, don't be modest. You're terribly modest! 
branko: I don't want you to buy me anything, please. 
mia: You and your jokes again. It's your birthday, we have to 
buy you a gift. I have to go before the shops close. Do 
you want to come with me? Choose something for 
yourself? 

branko: You know I can't be quick, you'll be in a hurry, the 
shops will close in half an hour's time. 

Silence. 

mia: I don't know if I'll have enough plates for the cake. Is 
Sara coming? 
branko: Yes. 

mia: Maybe she won't have cake. If she does we'll give her a 
plastic plate. 
branko: Sara loves me. 

Silence. 

mia: I can eat off a plastic plate. 

Silence. 

branko: I don't love her. 

mia: Then we won't need plastic plates, why mix them for no 
reason. 

branko: She loves me, and I'd like to be loved by somebody 
else. But for now it's her and it's completely all right. 
mia: What are you saying, Branko? 

branko: I have to have some practice for this life, mum. Sara 
is lovely. 

mia: You deserve better! Much better! 

They're silent. 

mia: Don't look at me like that. 


Silence. 
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mia: It's so difficult to talk to you! 
branko: I haven't said anything. 
mia: Really difficult! 

Silence. 

branko: Mum, can I tell you about a dream I had? 
mia: A dream? What dream? 
branko: Just a dream. I often have it. 
mia: What do you dream? 

branko: I dream that I am wearing a sequined suit, that 
somebody put me at the centre of the stage and that 
I'm saying: thank you, that's all from me, goodbye. I 
can't walk anymore and I never will. Thank you, that's all 
from me, goodbye. Then I bow and I want to leave. But I 
can't leave. In the dream, my legs don't work anymore. 
And then I call your name. I'm calling you to help me 
and to move me but you can't come to the stage. You're 
looking at me and you can't go there. You have stage 
fright, you are scared of public performance and you 
can't move me. So I'm just standing there. Because you 
have stage fright. 

Silence. 

mia: Terrible dream. 

Silence. 

branko: Mum, I'm sorry I can't walk. 

Silence. 

mia: No, I'm not crying. See how good I am today, I haven't 
cried much. 
branko: Mum... 

mia: It's just because I'm your mum! Your illness is my illness, 
but mine is more difficult because, unlike you, I can 
walk. 

branko: I know, mum... 

mia: Today I remembered your 20th birthday and how I took 
you to a night club. Everybody looked at you funny 
while you were trying to dance, and I wanted you to be 
like everybody else. And then I danced with you. 
branko: Mum... 

mia: Then I also remembered your 21st birthday and how I 
made a bitter cake, the almonds must have been bitter. I 
was so insecure I could take off and I didn't know 
whether that cake I made was really bitter. When I 
wanted to taste it again, it was already gone, you had 
eaten all of it. That's how much you loved me. 
branko: Mum... 


mia: All I'm trying to say to you is that I'm all right. I can live 
like this! You see that I can! Your legs don't work and it's 
completely all right! 
branko: ... 

mia: And even now while you call me mum, I could cry even 
more bitterly! Because when you call me mum, I'm 
thinking what sort of a mum am I to such a small boy 
whom I can't help. I don't even tell the neighbors 
anymore that you walk just a bit slower! See how much 
better I am! I was shopping this morning and I said that 
it's your birthday, and the salesman asked how you're 
doing and I said that you're fine! That you don't walk at 
all but that you're fine! Not that you walk just a bit 
slower but that you don't walk at all! He looked at me 
with compassion, but I was proud I was able to say that. 
You're not walking! You're wheeling yourself! 
branko: Mum... 

mia: What?! Haven't you always wanted me to say that, ever 
since you became ill! Here it is, I'm saying it! You're not 
walking! You can't walk! My son can't walk! His legs 
don't work. He'll never walk! And I can say that! There 
you go, I've said it! 
branko: Thank you, mum. 

Silence. 

mia: I'm sorry. It's just that it hurts me that time just goes by 
and that these things happen. 
branko: It's all right, mum. You can cry today. Let's talk 
about something nice. Tell me about my second 
birthday, when I started walking. 
mia: You were such a beautiful child, really beautiful. You 
started to walk there by the fridge. At the beginning 
you kept falling but then you'd get up straight away. I'd 
hold you for a little bit and then I'd let you go but as 
soon as you'd realize I wasn't holding you any more, 
you'd fall again. 
branko: Babies are unstable. 

mia: Yes. And then gradually you stopped falling and there 
was no need for me to hold you. And then you used to 
run as far away from me as possible. 

Silence. 

branko: Until what happened happened. 
mia: Until what happened happened. 

Silence. 

mia: I know I have to let you go. I know I have to. 
branko: Take it easy, mum. We'll take it easy. 


Silence. 
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Mia is unable to say anything. 

Silence. 

Mia takes a camera and takes a photo of Branko. 

branko: What do I look like? 
mia: Good. It's a nice photo. 

Silence. 

Oliver and Rita enter. 

Oliver: I haven't worn this tie in thirty years! 
rita: They're in fashion again! 

Oliver: I look ridiculous. 

rita: Mum, tell him he looks good! 

Ana is quiet. 

ana: You're talking to me? 
rita: Yes. How does dad look? 
ana: Good. 
rita: There you go. 

Oliver: Good, eh? If you say so... 
ana: Oh shut up you son of a bitch. 

Mihael enters. 

rita: There he is too. 

mihael: I have something to tell you. 

rita: What? 

Robert enters. 

Robert: You woke me up. 

Doris and Sara enter. 

doris: There are so many people here already. I thought I 
was late, it's such a wonderful day today. 
sara: A beautiful day. I put how happy I am today as my 
Facebook status. 

Mia enters with glasses. 

mia: I'm so clumsy, I haven't done anything yet. Let's get 
things ready for the party, our Branko is 25! 
mia: A quarter of a century! 
doris: So old, my little brother, so old! 


Everyone flies around the house in different directions. 
Everybody is doing something, everybody wants the shabby 
house to look better. 

ana: Why are so many people in this house? 
branko: Because it's my birthday. 

ana: Yes? I have forgotten everything. What did I get you? 
branko: A sun. 
ana: A large one? 
branko: Yes. 

ana: Must have cost a lot. 
branko: I don't know. It's rude to ask. 
ana: I forget everything. 
branko: So do I, so what. 

ana: Where would you be if you kept on forgetting? 

branko: And how would we live if we didn't forget? 

ana: I don't know. 

branko: There you go. 

mia: Come on, you two, give us a hand. 

Robert approaches Mia. 

Robert: Mia, I haven't told you. 
mia: What? 

Robert: My back doesn't hurt any more. Thank you. 

Silence. 

Rita screams. 

Everybody stops. 

rita: My cat dropped dead, fucking shit! The fucking cat 
dropped dead and they say it has 9 lives! Maybe it did, 
maybe it was dying slowly, and we hadn't noticed. 
Maybe I have 9 lives? 
mihael: You don't. 

rita: Dropped dead! Ha! Dropped dead! I gave her 

everything. Changed the sand when she peed, gave her 
proteins, fish and other expensive stuff, and then she 
drops dead. Fucking cat, she didn't wait for me at all, 
instead it's unannounced like this, I was informed by 
Mihael. Where is all this going, we'll all drop dead, 
everyone is dropping dead! I'm dropping dead with 
laughter! 

Rita starts to laugh, and then the others join her. Everybody 
is laughing. 

rita: We're all dropping dead in this house. Here, dad is 
already hundred years old, he'll drop dead as well, 
probably first. Mum is ill, she'll drop dead even sooner. 
She'll forget the difference between the door and 
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window and she'll head straight into the road, then into 
the car and smash! Drops dead! I'm also ageing, I'll drop 
dead too, crazy and silly as I am unless I end up in the 
madhouse before. Mihael's started to put on weight, 
he'll drop dead too, cardio-vascular problems, varicose 
veins, this and that. You too Mia. You're too sensitive, 
before you know it, the cancer will get you, spreading 
all over your wretched body. What are you looking at, 
you two girls? You'll drop dead too, youth passes so 
quickly, the earthquakes and floods have only started, 
the water will wash you away! We're all gonna drop 
dead! 

Branko starts to leave. 

rita: Where are you off to? You think you won't drop dead? 

You will drop dead, drop dead, I'm telling you. 
mia: Rita! 

rita: What is it? He's a clever boy, he knows everything. 
mihael: Rita! 

branko: I know everything, leave her alone. I can't walk. 
Silence. 

branko: Why the silence? I haven't said I dropped dead. I 
can't walk. 

Branko starts to laugh and then the others join in. Everybody 
is laughing. 

ana: Can't walk! I walk more quickly and I'm a hundred and 
twenty! I've just beaten him. 
branko: I have to wheel myself! 

Robert: But in an expensive wheelchair. 
branko: I'll never be able to stand against the wall and piss! 
mihael: Much better than pissing on your trousers like I've 
done many times. 
branko: I'll never run again. 

rita: Ha! You won't be able to run in a charity marathon, 
raising money for cancer. For fuck's sake, give some 
money away if you can't run and raise money like that. 
You won't be able to go to the cinema here down the 
street. The steps are too high, you'll never be able to 
watch films on this street and they show good films, 
you'll be stupid, stupid in the matter of films. You won't 
be able to play water polo, you need legs for that, and 
yours don't work. No one will cheer for you. You won't 
be put on a pedestal! 

Everybody gradually stops laughing. 

mia: Let's go! Birthday party! 


Everyone disperses. 

sara: You'll always be able to love. Do you mind me coming 
here? 

branko: No. 
sara: Happy birthday. 

FOUR 

They are sitting down. The house is decorated with balloons. 
It is the birthday of a twenty-five-year old. 

Silence. Long silence. 

Rita looks at the clock. 

rita: It's midnight! It's not your birthday anymore! You're 
twenty-five years and one day old. Wonderful birthday, 

I had great fun! One of the best birthdays I've ever been 
to! Now we have to go, we're getting up early 
tomorrow morning, we've got work to do, work that 
can't be delayed, have to walk the dog, bury the cat and 
buy a blue canary. Or maybe a hamster? How long does 
a hamster live? What does it eat, how much does it love 
and, of course, how much does it cost? 
mihael: Several years, I suppose. 

rita: That's enough. We'll think it through by the morning. 
Let's go, we haven't stayed anywhere this long for 
years. 

mihael: We've really stayed long. Hours go quickly in your 
company. 

ana: Don't bullshit. 
mia: Mum! 

rita: Let her be, she's tired. You too look tired, dad, go to bed, 
it's not good for someone your age to stay up so late, 
your heart might pack up and then after this birthday 
and the cat's funeral we'll have to go to another funeral. 
And I had such fun! 
branko: Thanks for coming. 
rita: Well, of course. Next time too, dear. 
mihael: See you. 
mia: Thank you, good night. 

Robert: Drive safely! 
rita: Always! 

Rita and Mihael leave. 

sara: I should go too. I've had a nice time with all of you, I'll 
write on my Facebook status that I've been to one of 
the most wonderful birthdays ever. 
mia: We've had a nice time with you too. 
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sara: Can't wait for the next one. 

mia: Us too. 

doris: See you, Sara. 

sara: See you, Doris. What a day! Both of us in love! 
doris: Yes, wonderful! See you tomorrow. 
sara: Branko, I'll be at yours first thing in the morning. As 
soon as it's dawn. 
branko: See you, Sara. 

Sara kisses Branko and leaves. 

Oliver: I'm going to bed, Rita's right, it's late. 

branko: Come on, grandad. 

ana: Wait, I'm going too. Give me your hand. 

Oliver gives her his hand so that she can get up. It's been 
several years since he last gave her his hand. Ana gets up. 

ana: Your birthday was nice. 

Oliver: It wasn't mine. It was Branko's. 
ana: Then let go of my hand. You son of a bitch, stop 
touching me. 

Ana and Oliver leave. 

mia: Good night. 

Robert: I'm off to bed too, it's late. You won't stay long, Mia? 
mia: I'll just wash up some glasses in the kitchen. 

Robert: Good. Branko, I'll see you tomorrow. 
branko: See you. 

Robert and Mia leave. 

doris: Are you going to bed too, Branko? 
branko: Yes, I'm tired. 
doris: Good. Sara's nice. 
branko: Yes. 

doris: I didn't mean it when I said she's too skinny and all 
that... 

branko: I know. 

doris: She's in love with you, it's obvious. 
branko: Yes. You're in love too. 

doris: Yes, I am. Tin is wonderful. You can see that sparkle in 
my eyes, is that so? 
branko: Yes, I can. 

doris: And I have loads of butterflies in my stomach, making 
it restless. I think about him and nothing else, all the 
time. 

branko: Go on, tell me more. 

doris: I want to touch him all the time. And I don't mind 
anybody watching. Today I gave him a hug in the 
middle of town, as if I wanted to show everyone what a 


nice time I'm having and how much I love him. We 
walked around the entire town so in love. 
branko: Tell me more. 

doris: More? But you too are in love today, Branko. You 
should be telling me. Wait, do I see that sparkle in the 
eyes? 

Doris looks at him. There is no sparkle in his eyes. 
branko: And? 

doris: Your eyes are so beautiful. Really beautiful. 
branko: Sparkle? 

doris: They are really beautiful. You have the most beautiful 
eyes in the world. 

Silence. 

branko: Grandma confessed something to me today. There 
was no Viktor. 

doris: What do you mean 'there was no Viktor'? She's been 
talking about him and nothing else, he's the love of her 
life? 

branko: There was no Viktor. She made him up. 
doris: And I always thought... 

branko: That our grandma had an exciting life. She didn't. 
When you look at it, life is so short, I'm 25 years and one 
day old, which is half of fifty, which is a quarter of a 
century, and not many people live to see a century go 
by. 

doris: Branko... 

branko: Why have you become so sad, sis? I'm just saying. 
That's the way it is. 

doris: I just wish somebody would discover us, like that guy 
discovered America. 

branko: Nothing new's been discovered for centuries. 
doris: Do you think we'll live here forever? 
branko: I don't know. Time goes by so quickly here, and it 
doesn't go back. 

Silence. 

doris: I can see the sparkle in your eyes too, Branko. 
branko: Thanks, sis. 

doris: And I can hear those butterflies in your stomach up to 
here. Do you hear them? 
branko: I do, sis. 
doris: Your knees are shaking. 
branko: All the time. 
doris: Being in love is wonderful! 
branko: Yes, it's wonderful. 

Silence. 
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doris: I'll pop out for a moment, Tin is waiting for me, just to 
tell him I'm not going out tonight. 
branko: Why? I'm going to bed anyway. 
doris: You sure? 
branko: Positive. 

doris: Thanks. I'll tell you how it was, tomorrow morning. 

See you then. Wonderful birthday, little bro. I'll buy you 
a gift, a wonderful gift, daddy gave me a lot of money. 
branko: Bye, sis. 

Doris leaves. Mia enters. 

mia: There you go, we survived. 
branko: Yes. 

mia: We'll buy your gifts tomorrow, I don't know how 
everyone could have been so clumsy and forgotten 
everything. I wasn't able to choose anything, but I'll find 
something tomorrow. 
branko: I said it's ok. 

mia: I know, I know. Lovely birthday, wasn't it? 
branko: Yes. Thank you. 
mia: Thanking again. 
branko: Yeah, well. 

mia: You're a good little child. Very good. I love you, Branko. I 
love Sara too. And I love you and your legs. 
branko: Thanks, mum. 
mia: See how good I've been, I cried very little. 
branko: Yes. 

mia: Birthdays are nothing to be afraid of. 
branko: Yes. 

mia: I'm going to bed, don't be long. Good night. 
branko: Good night. 

Mia leaves. 

Branko remains alone. 

Everything seems like a dream. 

Branko puts on a sequined suit. 

He gets up and looks like he's standing in the middle of a 
stage. As if he wants to say: thank you, that's all from me, 
goodbye. 

And then he starts to walk. 

He goes away. 

Far away. 


Darkness. 
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ovoreci o Akademiji dramske umjetnosti i odnosu 
/ tebe kao spisateljice i Akademije kao institucije: jesi 

/ li Akademijom postala dramska spisateljica? 

Akademiju sam, kao i ti, upisala odmah poslije 
srednje skole. Znala sam da zelim pisati, znala sam da 
\ se to uci na Akademiji i dosla sam na tu instituciju 

\ primarno po trening pisanja. Naravno, nijedna skola 

pisanja ne cini nuzno pisca, bas kao sto ni jedna 
umjetnicka skola ne cini nuzno umjetnika. Pisala sam i prije Akademije, ali ne 
na isti nacin kao tijekom i poslije Akademije. Mislim da se ono sto sam prije 
mislila da znam o pisanju nije radikalno promijenilo, ali je postalo puno 
rafiniranije. Meni je Akademija dala nesto vrlo bitno, svakodnevni trening, 
mentalno okruzenje pogodno za razvoj duha i kompetentne ljude koji su se 
bavili mojim pisanjem i opcenito mojim razvojem. Spomenut cu samo danas 
nazalost pokojnu profesoricu Martinu Anicic, osobu kojaje bila rodeni mentor 
i profesor i pod cijom sam paskom negdje na drugoj godini pronasla svoj 
izricaj. Mislim da ipak postoji razlika izmedu onih autora koji su stekli takvo 
obrazovanje i onih koji to nisu, mozda u stanju svijesti, nacinu promisljanja o 
pisanju. Ipak smo cetiri godine svakodnevno razgovarali s ljudima iznimno 
snaznog intelekta o pisanju, pismu i izvedbi. S druge strane, iz danasnje 
perspektive, cini mi se da Akademija, ciji su predavaci ti iznimni intelektualci, 
samu sebe ne cijeni dovoljno. Cini mi se da se sama povukla iz bitke s onim 
svijetom izvan nje. Kao da nema snage da ga uvjeri u snagu razloga svog 
postojanja. Zato ona oslabljuje kao institucija. 

Sto se dogodi kad izademo s institucije i shvatimo da ovaj posao moze 
raditi bas svatko na ovome svijetu? U takvoj situaciji Akademija moze staviti 
kljuc u bravu. Ako ni kazalista ni televizije niti netko drugi ne trebaju npr. 
dramaturge, zasto onda lijepo ne ukinemo taj odsjek? Sto ce nam? 

Profesionalno si krenula iz pozicije autorice kojaje rezirala vlastiti komad, 
Meso, u Teatru &TD. Zasto? 

Reziranje prvog komada nije se dogodilo radi nerealizirane zelje da upisem 
reziju ili nesto slicno. Tadasnji ravnatelj &TD-a zamolio je nas cetvero s 
godine da napisemo tekstove na temu nasilja. Kako u tom kazalistu tada, kao 
uostalom ni sada, mnogo toga nije valjalo, kad je tekst bio napisan nije se 
znalo tko bi ga mogao postaviti. Mislim da kvalitetu i raznovrsnost Odsjeka 
dramaturgije cesto ne prati i kvaliteta i raznovrsnost Odsjeka kazalisne rezije, 
i to unatrag dosta godina, tako da i nema redatelja koji bi postavljali tekstove 
nekih novih pisaca. Talentirani Frljic i Kurspahic bili su studenti u mojoj 
generaciji, ali oni su tek tada pocinjali, bili su dosta zaguseni Rezijom bastine i 
nije se ni cinilo da bi ih to moglo interesirati, a od redatelja starije generacije 
stvarno nije bilo na pomolu nikoga tko bi se time bavio. Zato sam odlucila to 
sama napraviti. Za mene je to bilo vrlo bitno i korisno, jer mi je otkrilo nacin 
na koji mi najvise odgovara pisati za kazaliste - u kazalistu s glumcima. 
Uglavnom, danas mi je jako drago sto sam rezirala Meso jer sam stekla 
neprocjenjivo iskustvo. Nisam se zamarala time da napravim najbolju reziju 
na svijetu jer primarno nisam redatelj. Sto se tice reakcije publike, neki ljudi 
me jos i dan danas pitaju kada ce opet Meso igrati. Neki drugi ljudi kazu daje 
tekst bio bolji od rezije. 

Kako usporedujes to iskustvo s iskustvom pisanja "namjenskog" teksta za 
neku predstavu ili pak adaptiranja postojeceg predloska ili dramaturgije? 


i Lana 
I Saric 

I odgovara, 
] pita Ivor 

i Martinic 
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Mi smo profesionalci, zar ne? Nekad napisem neki tekst bez neke posebne 
narudzbe, pa ga posaljem na natjecaj ili ponudim nekome da ga procita. Vrlo 
cesto, medutim, dobijem narudzbu da adaptiram neki tekst ili da napisem 
"namjenski" tekst, na primjer za djecju dramsku grupu, u cemu takoder 
uzivam. I toje dio naseg posla. Radila sam i dramaturgiju, ali rjedejer se 
primarno bavim pisanjem. Inace, imam pravilo da svake godine, izmedu pet 
stvari koje napravim, moram napraviti bar jedno ostvarenje koje ce biti samo 
"moje". I toga se zasad manje-vise uspjesno drzim, iako je u 2008. i 2009. to 
bio jedan dokumentarni film. Ali, kao sto rekoh, profesionalci smo i prosli smo 
Akademiju. Svi mediji su nam dopusteni. 

Svoju si prvu dramu postavila u privatnoj produkciji, izvan institucija. Zasto? 

Zato sto u tadasnjem &TD-u organizacijske stvari nisu bas dobro 
funkcionirale, kao sto ne funkcioniraju ni danas, i to ne samo u tom kazalistu, 
paje Meso nastalo u privatnoj produkciji udruge Fabrica, a producentica mije 
bila Tamara Babun. Inace, ne inzistiram na vlastitoj produkciji. Vise bih voljela 
da je sustav uredeniji. Ceneralno, ako sponzoriranje kazalista od strane tvrtki 
zakonski ne postane golema porezna olaksica za sponzore, mislim da se 
izvedbenoj umjetnosti u nasoj zemlji lose pise. Dinamo ili neki drugi sportski 
klub ce ionako naci sponzora. Kazaliste nece, jer kazaliste ne zabija golove i ne 
postoji primarno zbog zabave. To nije njegova funkcija. S druge strane, 
kazaliste mora pronaci razlog zbog kojeg bi ga veci broj ljudi i organizacija 
zelio sponzorirati. Mora postati komunikativnije, mora mod tjerati na 
promisljanje. Svaka cast klasicima, ali vjerujem da je isti sadrzaj postavljen 
stoti put, bez ikakvog dodira s aktualnim, jos ako je lose reziran i izveden, 
naprosto dosadan. Kazaliste, pa cak i takvo tradicionalno dramsko kazaliste 
treba nove sadrzaje i novi kontakt sa stvarnim svijetom. To bi bio nacin da 
postane zanimljivije, da ga se djelomicno skine s grbace drzave i da nam zivot 
svima bude laksi - i ravnateljima kazalista, i Ministarstvu kulture, i nama koji 
se njime bavimo. Vrlo je teska pozicija u kojoj kazalisnu kulturu u potpunosti 
financira drzava; tesko je i za drzavu, i za kazalista i za privatne trupe, kojih bi, 
da ima vise sredstava, moglo biti puno vise. 

Glede odnosa tvog pisanja, autorske pozicije i institucija u kojima si radila: 
imas li dojam da si potrebna institucijama? Gdje se ti nalazis u odnosu na 
nezavisnu scenu i institucije? 

Sa svim institucijama koje su postavile moje tekstove imala sam dobar odnos 
i dobro iskustvo. Problem jejedino sto je tih institucija vrlo malo. Nemam 
dojam da sam potrebna instituciji. Kad nekom kazalistu posaljem predmet od 
njihovog potencijalnog interesa, odnosno vlastiti tekst, produ mjeseci da mi 
netko uopce odgovori na e-mail, ako mi ikada i odgovori, sto mi se rijetko 
kada dogodi s britanskim ili njemackim kazalistima, barem po mom iskustvu. 
Naime, oni imaju dramaturga kojemjeto u opisu radnog mjesta. Mnoga 
institucionalna kazalista u Hrvatskoj jedan su od zadnjih ostataka 
samoupravnog socijalizma. Radila dobro, radila lose, radila malo ili puno, 
interesirala ljude ili ne, odgovarala ili ne odgovarala na mailove, ona nikada 
nece snositi odgovornost zbog toga, nikada ih zbog toga nece ni opomenuti 
ni sankcionirati. Samo cetiri kazalista u Hrvata imaju tu magicnu osobu, 
dramaturga, koji medu ostalim cita tekstove, smislja repertoar i slicno. U tom 
kontekstu, osjecam se kao suvisan covjek. Imam dojam da su institucije, 
svaka cast onim institucijama koje se ponasaju drugacije, duboko 
nezainteresirane za suvremenog pisca i ono sto taj ima za red. 
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S druge strane, nezavisna scena nas bas i ne treba, po defaultu onoga 
sto smatra interesantnim za sebe. Ne smatram to losom stvari. Zaista, u onoj 
formi, dakle u postdramskoj formi, u kazalistu koje kao svoju bazu cesto ne 
uzima nikakav tekst, u kojoj nastaju te predstave, potreban je dramaturg, a 
ne pisac. Ponekad sam ija radila kao dramaturg natakvim predstavama i 
cijenim i to iskustvo. Svatko je Slobodan raditi onako kako zeli i misli da treba. 
Ja pisem jer pisem, jer je to nacin na koji se znam izraziti, na koji se najbolje 
izrazavam, i necu nikoga prisiljavati da me cita ili postavlja. U tom procjepu 
izmedu krajnosti, nalazim se vjerojatno na nicijom zemlji. Sa svojim 
tekstovima obisla sam, doduse, sve kontinente osim Afrike. 

S obzirom na teorije postdramskog - zbog cega pises danas? I zasto? 

Pisem dramejednako kao sto bih mogla pisati i prozu. Pisem drame jer mi u 
ovoj fazi zivota ta forma odgovara. Drama nije samo tekst za postavljanje, 
drama je i tekst za citanje. Ako i kada budem spremna ili osjetim potrebu, 
pisat cu i neke druge forme. Trenutno pisem za kazaliste, ali nisam samo i 
iskljucivo kazalisni pisac. Naprosto, netko sam tko pise. A tko zna sto cu jos u 
zivotu raditi i hoce li to imati veze s pisanjem. Zivot je dug, bar se ja nadam da 
ce moj biti. 
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D rama Meso 2005. godine postavljenaje 
u Teatru &TD u reziji autorice, 2006. je 
objavljena u Dramskom programu Hrvatskog 
radija. Autorica je s dramom 2005. godine 
sudjelovala na Autorenforumu, Frankfurt i 
World Interplayu, Australia. 


likovi: 

MAJKA 

AJSA 

SUMNJA 

& 

CLASOVI 


VIJESTI (CLASOVI REPORTERA) 

• New York - 35-godisnja Amerikanka optuzena je za 
ubojstvo nakon sto je svog muza pretukla, a zatim i zaklala 
svojom cipelom s tankom i visokom potpeticom, izvijestila je 
brooklynska policija. Nesretni suprug preminuoje u ranim 
nocnim satima od rana na prsima, glavi, torzu i vratu. 

• Ancorage - Cetrdesetcetverogodisnjem muskarcu 
kirurskim zahvatom prisiven je penis koji mu je, nakon svade i 
pomirbenog seksa, odsjekla bijesna supruga, te bacila u 
zahodsku skoljku i pustila vodu. Na poziv policije radnici 
mjesne vodoinstalaterske radionice skinuli su zahodsku 
skoljku i uspjeli pronaci amputirani penis. 

• Istanbul - Muskarac i zena u turskom zatvoru, koji su 
iskopali rupu izmedu celija kako bi mogli voditi ljubav, a koja 
je urodila rodenjem djeteta, dobili su dodatnih cetiri mjeseca 
kazne zbog ostecenja drzavnog vlasnistva. 

• Hong Kong - Lijecnici se bore za zivot 23-godisnje djevojke, 
kojoj je majka, u svadi, sasula u lice solnu kiselinu. Kao razlog 
navela je nebrigu kceri prema njoj, jer se djevojka, inace 
prostitutka, nije ni emotivno ni financijski brinula za nju kada 
je pocela zaradivati. 


USKORO 

majka: Uskoro. Bit ces lijepa. Rodit ces se lako. Kao da znas 
da ce biti lijepo zivjeti. Kad izronis iz mene, nasmijesit cu 
se. Moj smijesak ce ti ostati na lieu. 

Uskoro. Dvije, ali iste. Ti i ja. Cledat cu te i kad budem 
spavala. Ti se neces istrositi pod mojim pogledom. Samo 
ces rasti. Drzat cu te ispod ruku. Odrzavati ravnotezu. 
Uciti te da koracas malo iznad zemlje. Bit ces 
nepobjediva. Neces imati straha. Kamo god krenes, tiho 
i nenametljivo cu se suljati za tobom. Neprimijecena. U 
stanju pripravnosti. Iza tvojih leda. 

Uskoro. Nosit cu te na rukama. Moje lomljivo blago. 
Cuvat cu te od hladnoce, nemira i zla. Spavaj. Pametno 
lice. Velike oci. Dugacki koraci. Pecat srece. Uskoro. 
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SUMNJA 

sumnja: Sumnjas li ikada? 
majka: Ne. 

sumnja: Ponekad? Dok se okrece u tvom trbuhu i udara te 
nozicama? Pitas li se hoce li uspjeti? 
majka: Uspjet ce. 

sumnja: Mora uspjeti. I za sebe i za tebe. Jer, ti nisi uspjela. 
majka: Nisam! Ali sada znam puno vise nego prije. Pokazat 
cujoj pravi put. 

sumnja: Jedini nacin da postane Netko i Nesto. Ali sto joj ti 
mozes red o tome? Nista nemas. 
majka: Nekada sam imala. Porculansku kozu, savrsene noge, 
mladost, svjezinu. 

sumnja: A sada... Pogledaj se. Koza ti je mlohava. Zubi su ti 
zuti. Udebljala si se. Vise nista nemas. 
majka: Ljudi su sposobni reproducirati vrstu. Prenijeti svoju 
mudrost na potomstvo. Ona ce biti pametnija od mene. 
Iskoristit ce sve sto ima. Mora postati savrsen proizvod i 
prodati samu sebe. Uspjeh - to je novae. 
sumnja: Mozda ima i drugih nacina? 
majka: Ja najbolje znam da nema. Pokusala sam. 
sumnja: Smije li i ona pokusati? 

majka: Pokusati i pogrijesiti? Ne. Zivot je samo jedan. Mora 
imati cilj i biti dosljedna. Ako ne zeli zavrsiti... 
sumnja: Kao ti. 

majka: Kao ja. Bez icega i ikoga. Ali sto ti znas o tome? Zivis u 
udobnosti mucenja drugih ljudi. 
sumnja: Ja sam sumnja. Ja sam tu da postavljam pitanja. 

SADASNJOST - KRIVA SI MAIKO 

ajsa: Nekada sam bila lijepa. Nekada sam bila ziva. Sve do 
nedavno, bila sam Ajsa. Sada sam nitko. 
majka: Ni-iii-saaaam kriva! 

ajsa: Kriva si majko. Ti nisi majka. Ti si krokodil. Ja vise 

nemam majke. Ona me rodila i ona me i ubila. Koza mi 
je spaljena. Od su mi izgorjele. Misici nestali. Vise nikada 
necu osjetiti strast. Nijedan muskarac za mene vise ne 
postoji. Mogu samo ponovo prozivljavati pozudu i znoj 
slijepljenih tijela. Njegovi nokti grebu i ostavljaju ervene 
pruge na kozi. Ugrizi i otisci na mom trbuhu i prljavim 
plahtama slanog i gorkog kreveta; i poljupci, i nasa 
nepostojeca ljubav, ali tada sam barem, tada sam barem 
bila ziva. Svaki put, dok sam lezala na ledima i gledala 
njegova dlakom obrasla ramena kako se tresu u ritmu 
unistavanja mog tijela vidjela sam svjetlo. Na tisuce njih. 
Crvena i zuta bljestava svjetla velikih gradova. Metalni 
sjaj tek sagradenih zgrada. Plavo - erno nebo. Zrake 
disko-reflektora. Toptanje tisuca nogu. 

Plesu i skacu i plesu i skacu i plesu i skacu i ja skacem s 
njima. Clavom razbijam debelo staklo na stotom katu 


oljustenog nebodera, i letim, ulijecem ravno medu njih i 
oni pruzaju ruke prema meni, docekuju me, cupaju mi 
meso, i ja se smijem, urlicem od srece i ziva sam, ziva, 
ziva, zi-va!!! 

majka: Mogla si ostati ovdje. 

ajsa: Nisam mogla ostati ovdje. Zatvorena s tobom koja mi 
govoris sto da radim i kamo da idem i kamo da ne idem 
i koliko veliki korak smijem napraviti. 
majka: Htjelasam datvoj zivot bude uspjesna blistava 
putanja prema gore. 

PROSLOST - LEKCIJA 

majka: Uvuci trbuh. Kako se to drzis? Ispravi leda. 
ajsa: Nitko me ne gleda. 

majka: Mora ti se uvuci pod kozu. Bez obzira tko te gleda. Da 
uvijek budes takva. Lijepa. Privlacna. Pozeljna. 
ajsa: Vec sam i sad privlacna, nisam li? 
majka: Bas si glupa, mala moja. Nisi ni priblizno. Hodas kao 
sepava roda. I neugodno ti je izbaciti sise. 
ajsa: Nije mi neugodno. 

m aj ka: Neugodno ti je. I to ce prod. Moras vjezbati. Uspjesi 
se ne dogadaju sami od sebe. Krv. Znoj. Pisalina. 
Mukotrpno. 
ajsa: I onda? 

majka: Onda ces mod sve. Mod ces birati kako ces zivjeti. 

Uzeti sve sto hoces. Sto ti pripada. 
ajsa: A sto bi bilo da nisam lijepa? 

majka: Nista. Nitko te ne bi ni pogledao. Ostala bi zauvijek 
gladna i sjebana! 

ajsa: Ti ocito nisi vjezbala dovoljno. 

majka: Stakore mali bezobrazni. Tko ti kaze da nisam? 

ajsa: Zasto smo onda ovdje? 

majka: Dogodilo se pogreska. Fatalan susret s tvojim tatom. 
Vidis kako sam dobra. Sve sam ti rekla unaprijed. 
Nadajmo se da ti ne treba red dvaput. 
ajsa: I, kad cu napokon mod izaci? 

majka: Kad budes spremna. Cotov proizvod. Roba bez greske. 
Zivjet ces. Lijepi, lijepi zivot. Svi vole lijepe stvari. Steta 
sto su tako skupe. Steta sto ih nemamo. Sto ti mislis, oni 
koji poklanjaju hranu gladnima - glupani - znaju li oni 
da se od toga nitko ziv ne moze najesti? Ne znaju. Ne 
znaju oni sto je prava glad. Staklo. Sjaj. Dijamanti. 

Staklo. Sjaj. Dijamanti. Suskavo, suskavo... Ssssss. No¬ 
vae. 

majka: Pomogla sam ti, i ti ces pomoci meni. Umrla bih da 
vidim kako patis. Volim te. 
ajsa: I ja tebe volim. 
majka: Slusat ces me? 
ajsa: Hocu. 
majka: Bojim se. 
ajsa: Ti? Cega? 
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majka: Sto ako me ostavis? 

ajsa: Necu te ostaviti. Ni ti nisi ostavila mene. 

majka: Majke ne ostavljaju djecu. Uvijek smo bile zajedno. 

Nas dvije. 

ajsa: Nas dvije i nitko drugi. 

majka: Zelisjos nekoga? Zao mi je. Nece ici. Pripremi se. 

Svaka zena u tvojoj blizini zeljet ce te ubiti. Svaki 
muskarac u tvojoj blizini zeljet ce te jebati. Nikad neces 
imati prijatelja. Ali ces zato uvijek imati majku. I sve sto 
nemas sada. U sredini ove kugle nalazi se stup, 
neizmjerno visok, neizmjerno cvrst. Doseze sve do 
svemira. Sagraden od onoga sto mozes prodati i onoga 
sto mozes kupiti. N-O-V-A-C. 

PROSLOST - ZABAVA LIJEPIH DJECAKA 

majka: Nisu bolji od tebe. Ne daj da te zbune. Budi im dobra. 
Neka te zavole. 

ajsa: Ne trebaju me voljeti. Neka plate. 
majka: Platit ce, ali ugodi im. Zadovolji ih. I naviknut ce se na 
tebe. Trebat ce te kao hranu. Kao vodu i svjetlost. Ti 
imas moc da upravljas. Prekrasna si. Pokazi im zube. 
Ugrizi ih, njezno. Pusti im malo krvi. Cijenit ce te. A kad 
se netko zaljubi u tebe, prepoznaj ga. Zaviri mu u oci. Bit 
ce slijepe, vodenaste i vlazne. Primi ga za ruku. Povedi. 
Neka bude dobar. Neka ima sve sto nemas. I neka te voli 
zauvijek. 

ajsa: Cladna sam. 

majka: Tamo ima hrane. Spremna? 

ajsa: Spremna. 

Majka gura Ajsu na zabavu. 

GLASOVI LJUDI NA ZABAVI: 

— Odvratno vino. 

— Sjeban tulum. 

— Ajmo negdje drugdje. 

— Ajmo. Ne. Cekaj. Cle tamo. 

— Gdje? Sto? 

— Tamo. 

— Mmmm. Slatka je. Da ostanemo? 

— Ostanimo malo. Vidi je. Ha? Kako samo gleda ispred sebe... 

I kako hoda. 

— Covjeku dode daje polegne na neki stol i skine joj gace. 

— Bas je medena. I prestrasena. 

— Sto, dize ti se na strah? 

— Ne boji se ona nicega. Samo je pocetnica. 

majka: Sve smo to ucili. Ispravi leda. Podigni glavu. Uzvrati 
pogled. 

Zubi im bljeskaju u mraku! Zele te pojesti! Oprezno! 
Nikada im se ne smijes naci na tanjuru! Ako se to 
dogodi, vise te nece ni loviti! Oni te zele. Gledaju te. 


Samo gledajte! Najljepsa! 

ajsa: Lijepo je ovdje! Sjajno i svjetlucavo! Ovo - ovo je moj 
svijet! Ovdje zelim biti! Svi to zele, bas svi! Aja, ja sam 
ovdje. JA! 

SUMNJA 

sumnja: Sumnjas li ikada? 
ajsa: Ne. 

sumnja: Ponekad? Nocu? Kad ne mozes zaspati? Pitas li se 
ikada ima li drugih nacina? 
ajsa: Ne. Sigurna sam. 

sumnja: Pitas li se koliko daleko mozes otici? 

ajsa: Znam koliko. Do kraja. 

sumnja: A sto ako se umoris? 

ajsa: Necu se umoriti. Imam cvrst motiv. 

sumnja: Mislis da ces uvijek biti tako sigurna? 

ajsa: A sto ti mislis? 

sumnja: Ja sam sumnja. Ne moram misliti. Ja dovodim u 
pitanje. 

ajsa: Mislis da ces me natjerati da posumnjam? 
sumnja: Ne. Ja sam tu da izgovorim naglas ono sto ponekad 
pomislis i sama. Okretala si se u krevetu, nisi li....? Gurala 
glavu pod jastuk, znojila se, pitala i zapitkivala i srce ti je 
udaralo - tup tup tup tup. Mozda postoji i drugo 
rjesenje? Sto bi voljela biti kad odrastes? 
ajsa: Sretna. I sita. 

sumnja: Mozda tude meso? Ljubimica kucnog ljubimca? 
Zajebano. Ne bojis se starenja? Osusit ces se. Jezik ce ti 
se produziti do poda. Lizat ces ga. I govna skupa s njim. I 
prasinu. I zemlju. 

Umrijet ces sa psovkom medu zubima. Ili mislis da se 
tebi to ne moze dogoditi? Mislis da si tako posebna? 
ajsa: Imas li ti oci? Pa pogledaj me onda! Odjebi, 

najpametnija. Dovodi u pitanje. Neke druge budale. 

PROSLOST - O IDEALNOM KUCNOM LJUBIMCU 

majka: Ajsa? 
ajsa: Sto? 

majka: Razmisljala sam. 
ajsa: Razmisljala si. 

majka: O tebi. Odrasla si. Kako vrijeme brzo prolazi. 
ajsa: Staris. 

majka: I ti. Vrijeme je. Moras osigurati svoju buducnost. 
Stvoriti najbolje za sebe. Pronaci najboljeg kucnog 
ljubimca koji postoji. Da te cuva i pazi, ljubi i mazi. 
ajsa: Zasto sada? 

majka: Mozda ces se kasnije umoriti, odustati, postati 

malodusna. Oronuti. Uvenuti. Mozda ce ti lice postati 
sivo. Ili ces izgubiti kosu. A koza ce ti se pretvoriti u koru 
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narance. I istruliti zubi, a dah ce ti zaudarati. Osiguraj se. 
Udaj se. 

ajsa: Tek sam pocela zivjeti. Da se zavezem? 
majka: Samo se privezi. Ne gubis nista. Dobivas sve. Sada, 
Ajsa, dokjos mozes, ucini to. Za sebe. Za mene. Sjecas li 
se? TI si se odmarala, JA sam radila. JA sam se mucila. 
MENE je boljelo. TI si spavala. Bezbrizno spavala. JA sam 
se brinula za nas. SAMA. JA. Sama. Sad je tvoj red. 

PROSLOST - TRISTO SEZDESET STUPNJEVATOPLINE 

ajsa: Ne znam ni kako izgleda. Valjda isto kao i svi drugi. Ni 
po cemu se nece isticati. Osim po onom izrazu kad me 
ugleda. Kada ga ugledam. Ubrzano cu razmisljati. Kako 
da te zavedem? Nisam nevina. Niti samo tvoja. Ali znam 
da me ti nikada neces osudivati. Privit cu te bijelom 
rukom na bijelu sisu. Obgrlit cu te macjim glatkim 
nogama, stiskat cu ti rebra dok ne ostanes bez daha. 
Dani ce nam teci kao zrnca pijeska u velikoj pjescanoj 
uri. 

Bojim se biti sama. Nocu, u krevetu, u mraku. Znojna, 
nijema, prazna. Snovi, nocne more. Biljka mesozderka. 
Jede me iznutra. Udi u moju sobu. Nagni se nad krevet 
dok spavam. Ljuljaj me na rukama. Tristo sezdeset 
stupnjeva topline. Molim te. Nikada te vise necu moliti 
ni za sto. Pojavi se. Zavodit cu i zavesti, ljubiti te gologa, 
imati, voljeti i izgubiti. 

SADASNJOST - U RINCU 

ajsa: Imaoje svijetle oci. Imao je djecje lice. Nije izgledao ni 
najmanje zao. Idealni kucni ljubimac. 
majka: Krenuloje krivo. 

ajsa: Sve od pocetka. Rodena za krive izvedbe. Bracni krevet 
u boksackom ringu. JA, ja, a ne TI, ja sam bila tamo. 
Udarci su letjeli u moje lice! Pljeskanje gladnih. Aj-sa, Aj¬ 
sa, aj-mo Aj-sa! Tvoji dlanovi najmarljivije pljescu. 
Nastavi! Nastavi! Ostani u stavu! Ruke naprijed. 
Raskorak! Nema predaje! 
majka: Za hrabre ljude nema. 

ajsa: Na nebu je zvijezda. U glavije cilj. Slijedi ga. Slijepo i 
uporno. Isplatit ce ti se. 
majka: I moglo je tako biti. 

ajsa: Bez obzira na to koliko te boli? I kako izgleda kad 
padnes na leda? Rasirenih nogu, pretucen i krvav? 
Krvavih bedara. Na podu. Ja. 
majka: Mogla si odigrati taj mec malo pametnije. 
ajsa: Mogla sam. Mogla sam i nestati. Vec sam pocela 
nestajati. Postajati dim. Mali nabor na nebu. 
majka: Pa si pobjegla. 


ajsa: Sto dalje od svog okrutnog, sitog i bucmastog 
gospodara. Svoja. 
majka: Svacija. 
ajsa: Svoja. 
majka: Svacija. 

ajsa: Svoja. Pa makar svaki puta drugi uski krevet. Druga, ali 
slicna dlakava ramena. Vonj znoja. Ali uvijek, bas uvijek 
isto ono svjetlo. Nema nikog tko misli da me ima. Tko 
mi zeli uzeti sposobnost da budem, da mislim i da zivim. 
Nikoga poput tebe. Sto si mislila da mozemo dobiti tom 
glupom, naivnom idejom da postoji itko na ovome 
svijetu tko zeli biti neciji spasitelj? Ne postoji. Ne bez 
tvoje krvi zauzvrat. 

PROSLOST - OTVORI USTA 

ajsa: Lju-bav. Udi. Raskomoti se. Skini cipele. Jesi zedan? 
Lju-bav. Dodi. Dotakni me. 

Lju-bav. Opusti se. Ja sam dobra. Pomazem ti. Necu 
uciniti nista sto ti ne bi htio. Samo cu uciniti sve 
umjesto tebe. 

Lju-bav. Slobodno se glasaj. Pa sami smo. Nitko te ne 
cuje i ne vidi. Ti ionako neces biti kriv. Krivnja je moja. Ja 
ovdje prodajem. Ti nemas nista s tim. 

Lju-bav. Ne budi njezan. Nema potrebe. Budi kakav si 
inace. Cudis se koliko te dobro poznajem? Neugodno ti 
je? Meni nije. Jos se uvijek pretvaras? Daj, molim te. 
Izvadi ga. Stavi ga u mene. Ne govori mi - volim te. 
Lju-bav. Oslobodi se. Ja ti dajem ljubav. 
glas: Umukni. Otvori usta. 

SADASNJOST - SLOBODA 

ajsa: Sloboda. Na bilo koji nacin. Kako je moguce da ti jos 
uvijek nije jasno? Zeljela sam biti sama, bez tebe. 
majka: Zasto si se onda vratila onoga dana? 
ajsa: Zanimalo me kako izgledas, koliko si propala. Kakva si, 
sad kad su svi tvoji planovi pali u vodu? Moram priznati 
da sam bila znatizeljna. 
majka: Njegova pokvarena pjenusava krv. 

PROSLOST - MESO 

Majka riba pod cetkom koju umace u kantu s tekucinom, ruku 
zasticenih rukavicama. Energicno, freneticno. 

ajsa: Pozdravljam te moja rupo. Pozdravljam te majko. 
majka: Ajsa?! 

ajsa: Silom prilika, evo me. Nisam uopce dosla pricati. Hocu 
se najesti i naspavati, pa idem. Sto to smrdi? Vuce na 
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nesto kiselo. Ti? 

majka: Da si ikada nesto ribala, znala bi. 
ajsa: Uporno ribas, i nikad nije cisto. 
majka: Izgledas raskomadano. 

ajsa: Pa i jesam. Kako da ne i budem? ja sam meso. Pocrnjelo, 
trulo i pokvareno meso. Tvoj proizvod. Krv tvoje krvi. 
Rezes i komadas, zvaces i grizes, i kasnije probavljas uz 
- ah - uzdah olaksanja. 

Svi su me kusali. Da. Bas svi, stavljali su svoje meso u 
mene. 

majka: Umukni. 

ajsa: I bilo mi je ugodno! Pa za to sam bila stvorena. Da dam 
svoje meso. 

majka: Zasto se nisi vratila kuci? 

ajsa: Ja nemam kuce. Ja sam meso. Me-so! Me-so! Ku-pi-te 
me-so! 

majka: Gdje si bila sve ovo vrijeme? 

ajsa: U mesnici. 

majka: Odakle ti takav otrov? 

ajsa: Ti si mi ga dala. Dobar posao. Sorry stara. Nikada mi nije 
kapnula u glavu ideja da dodem ovdje i povedem te sa 
sobom. 

Prilijepila bi usne na moje usi i saptala svoje evandelje. 
Tvoj plan za moju igru! 

majka: Kako si glupa. Sve si upropastila. I vidi gdje si sada. Na 
istome mjestu. A uskoro vise neces biti ni lijepa. 
ajsa: Vidim gdje sam. I jos sam lijepa. Mogu otici. A ti? 

Pogledaj se. Zaglavila si. I stakori bi pobjegli pred tobom. 
Pred pohlepom i gladi sto ti vire iz ociju. Tko te vise 
treba? Umirat ces. Cvilit ces od muke, kao sto si cvilila 
cijeli zivot. I nece biti nikoga da ti pomogne! Nitko te 
nece cuti! Nitko te vise nece htjeti slusati! Vise nikome 
neces zapovijedati, ti sebicna, dosadna, pokvarena i zla 
vjestice! 

Majka gubi kontrolu i sasipa Ajsi tekucinu iz kante u lice. 


BUDUCNOST - TRISTO SEZDESET STUPNJEVA TOPLINE 

ajsa: Jednoga dana kad se opet sretnemo pitat ces me: sto 
sam htjela? Zivjeti sam htjela. I steta sto se nismo sreli 
ranije. Moj rat je zavrsen. Polozila sam oruzje. 

Odmahnut ces glavom. Odlucno. Pogledat ces me ravno 
u oci. Privit cu te koscatom rukom na vec mlohavu sisu. 
Poljubit ces me. Obgrlit cu te drhtavim, nespretnim 
nogama, stiskat cu ti rebra da mi ne pobjegnes. Neces 
se ni najmanje otimati. Moje spaljeno oko gledat ce te 
panicno i molecivo. Ostani, ostani! Neces se ni 
pomaknuti. Tvojom, od uzbudenja skvrcenom rukom, 
prelazitcu po izbrazdanim, pecenim obrazima. Neces 
ispustiti ni glasa gadenja. Ponovo cu te zavoditi i 
zavesti, ljubiti te gologa, imati, voljeti i nikada izgubiti. 


SADASNJOST - DRUKCIJA 

majka: Oprosti mi. 

ajsa: Oprostila sam ti. Sada me imas. Brinut ces se za moje 
tijelo dok ne umre. 

Izgorena. Mrtva. Koracat cu, polako i tesko, nemocna i 
slijepa. Slusat cu kako ljudi mrmljaju kad me vide i kako 
izbjegavaju pogledati me. Kako prelaze na drugu stranu 
ceste, rukama pokrivaju oci, pokrivaju oci svojoj djeci? 
Zena sa spaljenim licem. Ne gledaj je. Neces moci 
spavati. Mislit cu. Da sam ikada zaronila rukom u vlastiti 
zeludac, sto bih tamo nasla? 
majka: Ne razmisljaj o proslosti. Sutra... 
ajsa: Ne postoji. 
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peaking about the Academy of Dramatic Art and the 
relationship between you as a writer and the Academy as 
an institution: has the Academy made you a playwright? 

I enrolled at the Academy immediately after the high 
school, same as you. I knew that I wanted to write, I knew 
that you learned that at the Academy, and I came there 
primarily to get my training as a writer. Of course, going 
to a school will not necessarily make you a writer, just like 
going to an art school doesn't make you an artist. I used to write before the 
Academy, but not in the same way as during and after the Academy. I believe 
that what I used to think and what I think I know about writing hasn't 
changed radically, but it has become much more refined. The Academy gave 
me something truly important, an everyday training, a mental environment 
that facilitated mental progress and competent people who devoted their 
time and efforts to my writing and my development in general. I will mention 
only my unfortunately late professor Martina Anicic, who was a gifted 
supervisor and professor, and under whose direction I managed to find my 
own mode of expression some time in my second year of study. I think that 
there is a difference between those writers who have acquired this type of 
training and those who haven't; perhaps it is in their mindset or the way they 
reflect upon writing. After all, we had the opportunity to discuss about 
writing, script, and performance every day with persons of extremely 
powerful intellect. But then again, from today's perspective I might say that 
the Academy where these intellectuals teach does not value itself enough. It 
seems as if it had withdrawn from the battle with the world outside. As if it 
had no power to convince that world about the strong reason for its 
existence. That is why it is getting weaker as an institution. 

What happens when we leave an institution and realize that virtually 
every person in this world can do our job? If the situation is such, the 
Academy can lock its doors. If no theatre and no television and nobody else 
need dramaturges, for example, why not close down the department? What 
is it good for? 


Professionally, you started from the position of a playwright who staged her 
own text. Flesh, at Theatre &TD. Why? 

Staging my first play was not a result of an unfulfilled desire to study theatre 
direction or anything like that. The then manager of Theatre &TD asked four 
of us from the same year of study to write texts on the subject of violence. 
Since many things were going wrong in that theatre at the time - same as 
today, by the way - when the text was ready, it was not clear who was 
supposed to stage it. I think that the quality of the Dramaturgy Department 
often does not correspond to the quality and variety of the Theatre Direction 
Department. It has been the case for many years, so that there are basically 
no directors who can stage texts written by some of the new authors. 
Talented directors such as Frljic and Kurspahic belonged to my generation at 
the Academy, but they were just starting and they were also quite 
preoccupied with the course on Directing the Heritage. I also had the 
impression that it couldn't really interest them and among the older 
generation there was virtually nobody who would deal with anything like 
that. So I decided to do it myself. For me, it was really necessary and useful, 
since I discovered the way of writing for theatre that suited me best - at the 
theatre, with the actors. To sum up, today I am really glad that I directed 
Flesh because for me it was an extremely valuable experience. I didn't bother 
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about doing the best staging in this world, since I am not primarily a theatre 
director. As for the reaction of the audience, some people still ask me when 
Flesh will be on again. Others say that the text was better than the staging. 

How do you compare that experience with that of writing a "commissioned" 
text for a performance, adapting an existing model, or doing dramaturgy? 

We are professionals, aren't we? Sometimes I write a text without a 
commission, I send it to a competition or offer to someone for reading. 
However, it happens quite often that I am commissioned to adapt a text or 
to write one for a particular purpose, such as a children drama group, which I 
also enjoy a lot. It is a part of our job as well. I've also done some dramaturgy, 
but rarely, since I am primarily a writer. I also have a rule that each year, 
among the five things that I do, I must produce at least one thing that will be 
only "mine". So far, I have managed to stick to that decision, more or less. 
Even though in 2008 and 2009 it was a documentary film. But, as I've just 
said, we are professionals and we've gone through the Academy. All media 
are at our disposal. 

Your first play was staged in private production, extra-institutionally. Why? 

Because at that time the organization of Theatre &TD was not really 
functioning well, same as today, and it was not the situation with that 
theatre alone. Therefore Flesh was realized as a private production of Fabrica 
association, with Tamara Babun as my producer. Otherwise I don't insist on 
private production. I would prefer the system to be better organized. 
Generally speaking, if sponsoring theatres by corporations does not become 
a huge tax relief for potential sponsors, I think that the performing arts in our 
country are facing a dark future. Dinamo or some other sport club will always 
find a sponsor. Theatre will not. Because theatre does not score and it is not 
there for mere entertainment. It is not its primary function. But then again, 
theatre must find a reason why more private persons and corporations 
should want to sponsor it. It must become more communicative and force 
people to think. I do honour the classics, but I believe that one and the same 
subject, staged for a hundredth time, with no contact point to everyday life, 
especially if badly staged and performed, is simply boring. Theatre, even if it 
is traditional dramatic theatre, must find new subjects and new contact 
points with the real world. That might be a way to make it more interesting 
and to partly get it off the shoulders of the state, which would make our lives 
much easier - for the managers of theatre houses, the Ministry of Culture, 
and for us, who are involved in it. The situation in which theatre culture is 
entirely sponsored by the state is a truly difficult one: for the state itself, for 
the theatres, and for private theatre companies, which would be more 
numerous if there were more finances available. 

Regarding the relationship between your writing, your position as a writer, 
and the institutions for which you have worked: do you have the impression 
that they need you? Where do you stand with regard to those institutions? 

I've been in good relations with all the institutions that staged my texts, and 
my experiences are all good. The problem is that there are very few such 
institutions. I don't have an impression that any institution needs me. When I 
send in a subject that is of interest to a particular theatre house, that is, my 
own text, my mail may remain unanswered for months, if I ever get any 
answer at all. That happens really rarely with British or German theatre 
houses, at least according to my experience. They have professional 
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dramaturges. Many institutional theatres in Croatia are among the last 
remnants of self-managing socialism. It doesn't really matter whether they 
work well or not, little or much, whether they answer people's e-mails or not, 
they will never be held accountable for that, nobody will ever admonish or 
punish them. Only four Croatian theatres possess that magical person, the 
dramaturge, who also reads texts, creates the repertoire, and performs other 
tasks. In such a context, I feel superfluous. I have the feeling that institutions 
are deeply uninterested in contemporary playwrights and what we have to 
say, with some praiseworthy exceptions. 

But then again, the independent scene doesn't really need us either, 
regarding what it considers to be in its own interest. I don't think that's bad. 
Indeed, in a theatre form that is often not based on any text at all - that is, 
the post-dramatic form - one needs a dramaturge, but not a writer. I've 
occasionally worked as a dramaturge on such performances and I appreciate 
the experience as well. Everyone is free to work as he or she wishes and 
considers right. I write because I write, because for me it is the way in which I 
know how to express myself best, and I will not force anyone to read or stage 
me. In that gap between the extremes, I am probably in a no-man's land. And 
yet, I've been to all the continents with my texts except Africa. 

Regarding the theories of post-dramatic theatre - why do you write plays 
today? 

I write plays just as I might write prose. I write plays because in this phase of 
my life that is the form which suits me. Plays are not only texts to be staged, 
they are also meant to be read. If and when I'm ready or feel the need to 
write other forms, I will do so. Currently, I am writing for the theatre, but I am 
not exclusively a playwright. I am simply someone who writes. And who 
knows what I might still do in my life and whether it will have anything to do 
with writing. Life is long, at least I hope my one will be. 
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Translated from the Croatian by Ivana Ivkovic 


I n 2005, Flesh was staged at Theatre &TD, directed by the 
playwright herself. In the same year, the play participated 
at Autorenforum Frankfurt and World Interplay Australia. In 
2006, it was published within the Drama Programme of the 
Croatian Radio. 


CHARACTERS: 

MOTHER 

AISHA 

DOUBT 

& 

VOICES 


NEWS (VOICES OF REPORTERS) 

• New York - A 35-year-old American woman has been 
accused of murder after she beat up and then slaughtered 
her husband with the thin high heel of her shoe, the Brooklyn 
police department reports. The unlucky husband died in the 
early hours of the night succumbing to wounds inflicted to 
the chest, head, torso and neck. 

• Anchorage - A surgical procedure has managed to reattach 
the severed penis of an Anchorage man (44). The organ was 
cut off by his enraged wife, who after an argument and 
make-up sex, then threw it into the toilet and flushed. She 
drove the unlucky man to the hospital while the workers of a 
local plumbing company, alarmed by the police, managed to 
detach the toilet and find the amputated penis. 

• Istanbul - A man and a woman incarcerated in a Turkish 
prison who dug a hole between their cells to have 
intercourse, and which led to birth of a child, have been 
sentenced to an additional four months in prison for 
damaging state property. 

• Hong-Kong - Doctors are fighting for the life of a 23-year- 
old woman injured when, following an argument, her mother 
threw hydrochloric acid in her face. She explained her act by 
stating her daughter, who worked as a prostitute, did not 
take sufficient care of her because she did not care for her 
emotionally or financially ever since she started earning 
money. 

SOON 

mother: Soon. You will be beautiful. You will be born with 
ease. As if you know you will have a nice life. As you 
surface from me, I will smile. My smile will remain on 
your face. 

Soon. Two, but the same. You and me. I will watch you 
even as I sleep. You will not dissipate under my glance. 
You will only grow. I will hold your hand. Keep your 
balance. Teach you to walk slightly above the ground. 
You will be invincible. You will have no fear. Wherever 
you go, quietly and without intrusion, I will follow you. 
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Unnoticed. Always ready. Behind your back. 

Soon. I will carry you in my arms. My fragile treasure. 
Keep you from the cold, turmoil, evil. Sleep. Bright face. 
Big eyes. Long strides. The emblem of happiness. Soon. 

DOUBT 

doubt: Do you ever doubt? 
mother: No. 

doubt: Sometimes? As she turns in your stomach and kicks 
you with little feet? Do you wonder if she will - succeed? 
mother: She will. 

doubt: She must succeed. Both for her and for your sake. 
Because you haven't. 

mother: No, I haven't! But I now know more than before. I 
will show her the right way. 

doubt: The only way she can become a Somebody. But, 
what can you tell her about that? You have nothing. 
mother: I used to have. Porcelain skin, perfect legs, youth, 
freshness. 

doubt: And now... Look at yourself. Your skin is flabby. Your 
teeth yellow. You've gained weight. You have nothing 
any longer. 

mother: People have the ability to reproduce as a species. To 
transfer their wisdom to their offspring. She will be 
smarter than me. She will make use of all she has. She 
must become the perfect product and sell herself. 
Success - that is money. 
doubt: Maybe there are other ways? 
mother: I know better than anyone there aren't. I've tried. 
doubt: May she try, too? 

mother: Try and fail? No. There is only one life. She must 
have a goal and be consistent. If she doesn't want to 
end up... 

doubt: Like you. 

mother: Like me. Without anything and anyone. But, what 
do you know about that? You live in the comfort of 
torturing others. 

doubt: I am doubt. I am here to ask questions. 

THE PRESENT - YOU ARE TO BLAME MOTHER 

aisha: Once I was beautiful. Once I was alive. Until recently, I 
was Aisha. Now I am nobody. 
mother: I'm not to blame! 

aisha: You are to blame, mother. You are not a mother. You 
are a crocodile. I no longer have a mother. She gave 
birth to me and killed me. My skin is burnt. My eyes are 
burnt. My muscles gone. I will never feel passion again. 
No man exists for me any longer. All I can is relive the 
lust and sweat of joined skin. His nails scratch leaving 


red marks on my back. Bites and marks on my stomach 
and the dirty sheets of the salty and bitter bed; and the 
kisses, and our nonexistent love, but at least then - 
then I was alive. Every time, as I lay on my back and 
watched his hairy shoulders shaking in the frantic 
rhythm of the destruction of my body, I saw light. 
Thousands of lights. Red and yellow city lights. The 
metal shine of newly built buildings. The blue-black sky. 
The beams of the club lights. The sound of a thousand 
feet hitting the floor. 

They jump and dance and jump and dance and jump 
and dance and I jump with them. I break the thick and 
dirty window pane on the hundredth floor of the 
peeling skyscraper with my head and- I fly, I dive 
directly into them and they reach their hands out to 
me, welcome me, grab my flesh, and I laugh, scream 
with joy and I am alive, alive, alive, a-live!!! 
mother: You could have stayed here. 

aisha: I could not stay here. Closed up with you who tell me 
what to do and where to go and where not to go and 
how large a stride I can take. 

mother: I wanted your life to be a successful shining orbit 
upwards. 

THE PAST - A LESSON 

mother: Tuck your stomach in. Look at how you're standing? 
Straighten up. 

aisha: No one is watching me. 

mother: It must be under your skin. No matter who is 

watching you. You must always be like that. Beautiful. 
Attractive. Desirable. 
aisha: But I'm already desirable, aren't I? 
mother: You are so stupid, my darling. You are not as much 
as you could be. You walk like a limping stork. And you 
are embarrassed to stick your breasts out. 
aisha: I'm not embarrassed. 

mother: You are embarrassed. But that will pass. You must 
practice. Success does not come on its own. Blood. 
Sweat. Piss. Drudgery. 
aisha: And then? 

mother: Then you will be able to do everything. You will 
choose how you live. Take anything you want. 
Everything that belongs to you. 
aisha: And what would happen if I was not beautiful? 
mother: Nothing. No one would even look at you. You'd 
always stay hungry and fucked up! 
aisha: You obviously didn't practice enough. 
mother: You little rat. Who says I didn't? 
aisha: Then why are we here? 

mother: There was a mistake. A fatal meeting with your 
father. See how good I am. I told you everything in 
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advance. I hope you don't have to be told twice. 
aisha: And when can I finally go out? 

mother: When you're ready. A finished product. Merchandise 
without a flaw. You will live. A nice, nice life. Everyone 
likes nice things. It's a pity they're so expensive. It's a 
pity we don't have them. What do you make of those 
who give away food to the hungry - idiots - do they 
know that no one can fill up on that? No, they don't 
know. They don't know real hunger. Class. Shine. 
Diamonds. Class. Shine. Bling, bling... Bliiing. Mo-ney. 
mother: I helped you, and you will help me. I would die if I 
saw you suffer. I love you. 
aisha: I love you too. 

mother: You will pay attention to what I say? 
aisha: I will. 
mother: I am afraid. 
aisha: You? Of what? 
mother: What if you leave me? 
aisha: I won't leave you. You didn't leave me. 
mother: Mothers don't leave their children. We've always 
been together. The two of us. 
aisha: The two of us and no one else. 

mother: You want someone else too? Sorry. It won't happen. 
Prepare yourself. Every woman near you will want to 
murder you. Every man near you will want to fuck you. 
You will never have friends. But, you will always have a 
mother. And everything you have now. There is a pillar 
in the middle of this sphere, immeasurably tall, 
immeasurably firm. It reaches up to the universe. It is 
built from everything you have to sell and that what 
you can buy. M-O-N-E-Y. 

THE PAST - AMUSEMENT OF PRETTY BOYS 

mother: They are not better than you. Don't let them 
confuse you. Be good to them. Let them love you. 
aisha: They don't need to love me. Just to pay. 
mother: They'll pay, but please them. Satisfy them. And they 
will become accustomed to you. They will need you the 
way they need food. They way they need water and 
light. You have the power of control over them. You are 
gorgeous. Show them your teeth. Bite them, gently. 
Draw some blood. They will appreciate you. And when 
someone falls in love with you, recognize him. Look into 
his eyes. They will be blind, watery and moist. Take his 
hand. Lead. Make him good. He must have everything 
you lack. And he must love you forever. 
aisha: I'm hungry. 
mother: There's food there. Ready? 
aisha: Ready. 


VOICES AT THE PARTY: 

— Disgusting wine. 

— Fucked up party. 

— Lets go somewhere else. 

— Lets go. No. Wait. Look over there. 

— Where? What? 

— There. 

— Mmmm. She's sweet. Should we stay? 

— Let's stay a while. Look at her. Ha? The way she looks in 

front of herself... And the way she walks. 

— Makes you want to lay her on one of these tables and take 

off her panties. 

— She's so sweet. And scared. 

— What, you get off on fear? 

— She's not scared of anything. She's just a beginner. 

mother: We practiced all this. Straighten your back. Raise 
your head. Return their looks. Their teeth are flashing in 
the dark! They want to eat you up! Careful! Never end 
upon their plate! If that happens, they won't pursue 
you any longer! They want you. They're watching you. 
Just look! The most beautiful! 
aisha: It's nice here! Shiny and glittery! This - this is my 

world! This is where I want to be! Everyone wants this, 
all of them! And I am here! ME! 


DOUBT 

doubt: Do you ever doubt? 
aisha: No. 

doubt: Sometimes? At night? When you can't sleep? Do you 
ever ask yourself - are there other ways? 
aisha: No. I'm sure. 

doubt: Do you ever ask yourself how far can you go? 

aisha: I know how far. All the way. 

doubt: But, what if you get tired? 

aisha: I won't get tired. My motives are firm. 

doubt: You believe you'll always be this sure? 

aisha: And what do you think? 

doubt: I am doubt. I don't have to think. I question. 

aisha: Do you think you'll lead me to doubt? 

doubt: No. I am here to say it out loud. The things you 

sometimes think yourself. You have twisted and turned 
in your bed, haven't you...? Pushed your head under the 
pillow, sweated, questioned and heard your heart beat 
- boom boom boom boom. Maybe there's another 
solution? What would you like to be when you grow up? 
aisha: Happy. And with a full stomach. 
doubt: Maybe someone else's meat? A pet of a pet? That's 
fucked up. Aren't you afraid of aging? You'll dry up. Your 
tongue will drag to the floor. And you'll lick it. And the 
shit that goes with it. And the dust. And the dirt. 


Mother pushes Aisha into the party. 


140 


Lana Saric 

Flesh 


Frakcija #56/57 

Dramsko pismo oo 


You'll die with a curse on your lips. Or do you think it 
can't happen to you? Do you think you're so special? 
aisha: Do you have eyes? Look at me then! Fuck off, 
smartest. Question. Some other fools. 

THE PAST - ON THE IDEAL HOUSE PET 

mother: Aisha? 
aisha: What? 

mother: I've been thinking. 
aisha: You've been thinking. 

mother: About you. You're grown up. How time flies. 
aisha: You're getting old. 

mother: And you. It's time. You need to secure your future. 
Make the best for yourself. Find the best house pet 
there is. To watch over you and take care of you, feed 
you and keep you warm. 
aisha: Why now? 

mother: You may get tired later, give up, become dispirited. 
Become feeble. Dry up. Maybe your face will become 
gray. Or you'll lose your hair. Your skin will turn into that 
of an orange. Your teeth will rot, your breath will stink. 
Secure yourself. Get married. 
aisha: I have only started living. To tie myself down? 
mother: Just tie yourself to. You won't lose anything. You'll 
gain it all. Now, Aisha, while you still can, do it. For 
yourself. For me. Remember? YOU rested, I worked. I 
slaved. It hurt ME. YOU slept. Slept without a care. I 
took care of us. ALONE. ME. On my own. Now it's your 
turn 


THE PAST - THREE HUNDRED AND SIXTY DECREES OF 

WARMTH 

aisha: I don't even know what he looks like. Like the others, I 
guess. He won't stand out. Except for the look on his 
face when he sees me. When I see him. I will think 
hurriedly. How do I seduce you? I am not innocent. Or 
only yours. But I know you will never judge me. I will 
pull you with a white hand to my white breast. I will 
envelop you with cat smooth legs, squeezing your ribs 
until you become breathless. Days will flow like grains 
of sand in a big sand hour-glass. 

I am afraid of being alone. At night, in bed, in the dark. 
Sweaty, speechless, empty. Dreams, nightmares. A 
carnivore plant. It eats me from inside. Come into my 
room. Lean over the bed as I sleep. Rock me in your 
arms. Three hundred and sixty degrees of warmth. 
Please. I will never ask you for anything else. Appear. I 
will entice you and seduce you, I'll kiss you naked, I'll 
have you, love you and lose you. 


THE PRESENT - IN THE RING 

aisha: He had bright eyes. He had a child's face. He didn't 
look evil at all. The ideal house pet. 
mother: And it went wrong. 

aisha: From the very start. I am born for bad performances. 

A marital bed inside a boxing ring. I, I, not YOU, I was 
there. The punches hit my face! The clap of the hungry. 
Ai-sha, Ai-sha, lets-go Ai-sha! Your hands clap with 
more diligence then the rest. Go on! Go on! Stay in 
form! Fists in front. Feet in stance! No surrender! 
mother: No, not for the brave ones. 

aisha: There is a star in the sky. A goal in the mind. Follow it. 
Blindly and with persistence. It will be worth the 
trouble. 

mother: And it could have been. 

aisha: No matter how much it hurts? And how it looks when 
you fall on your back? Your legs spread out, beaten and 
bloody? With bloody thighs. On the floor. Me. 
mother: You could have fought that match with more 
brains. 

aisha: I could have. And I could have disappeared. I had 

already begun to disappear. To become smoke. A small 
pleat in the sky. 
mother: So you ran away. 

aisha: Far away from my cruel, small and fat master. My 
own. 

mother: Everyone's. 
aisha: My own. 
mother: Everyone's. 
aisha: My own. 
mother: Everyone's. 

aisha: My own. Even if it is a new narrow bed each time. 

Other, but similar hairy shoulders. The stench of sweat. 
But always, always the same light. There is no one who 
thinks he owns me. Who wants to take away my ability 
to be, to think, to live. No one like you. What did you 
think we'd gain with that stupid, naive idea that there is 
anyone in this world who wants to be someone's 
savior? There isn't. Not without giving your blood in 
return. 


THE PAST - OPEN YOUR MOUTH 

aisha: Love. Come in. Make yourself comfortable. Take off 
your shoes. Are you thirsty? 

Love. Come. Touch me. 

Love. Relax. I am good. I am helping you. I won't do 
anything you don't want me to. I will do everything so 
you don't have to. 

Love. Yes, be loud. We're alone. No one can hear you or 
see you. It won't be your fault anyway. The fault is all 
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mine. I am selling here. You have nothing to do with it. 
Love. Don't be gentle. There's no need. Be as you are. 
You wonder how I know you so well? Are you 
embarrassed? I'm not. Are you still pretending? Please. 
Take it out. Push it into me. Don't tell me - I love you. 
Love. Feel free. I give you love. 
voice: Shut up. Open your mouth. 

THE PRESENT - FREEDOM 

aisha: Freedom. By any means. Flow can it be that you still 
don't understand? I wanted to be alone, without you. 
mother: So why did you come back that day? 
aisha: I was curious to see what you looked like, how much 
you have deteriorated. What you're like now that all 
your plans have fallen through? I must admit I was 
curious. 

mother: His rotten foaming blood. 

THE PAST - FLESH 

Mother is scrubbing the floor with a brush she keeps dipping 
into a bucket filled with liquid, her hands covered in gloves. 
She does it energetically, frenetically. 

aisha: Hello my dump. Hello mother. 
mother: Aisha?! 

aisha: As chance would have it, here I am. And I'm not here 
to talk at all. I want to eat and sleep, and I'll be on my 
way. What's that smell? Something sour. You? 
mother: If you had ever scrubbed a floor, you'd know. 
aisha: You keep scrubbing but it's still not clean. 
mother: You look broken. 

aisha: Well, I am. How can I not be? I am flesh. Darkened, 
rotten and spoilt flesh. Your product. The blood of your 
blood. 

You cut and mangle, chew and bite, and later digest 
with a - ah - sigh of relief. 

Everyone has tasted me. Yes. All of them, pushed their 
flesh into me- 
mother: Shut up. 

aisha: And it was pleasant! It is what I was made for. To give 
my flesh. 

mother: Why didn't you come home? 
aisha: I have no home. I am flesh. Flesh! Flesh! Buy some 
flesh! 

mother: Where have you been all this time? 
aisha: At the butcher's. 
mother: Where did you get this poison? 
aisha: You gave it to me. Well done. Sorry, darling. It never 
occurred to me to come and take you with me. 


You'd stick your lips to my ears and whisper your 
gospel. Your plan for my game! 
mother: How stupid you are. You've ruined it all. And look 
where you're at now. At the same place. And soon you 
will no longer be beautiful. 

aisha: I see where I am. And I'm still beautiful. I can leave. 

And you? Look at yourself. You're stuck. Rats would flee 
from you. From the greed and hunger in your eyes. And 
who needs you any longer? You'll die. Alone. Bugs will 
eat you and die. You will squeal with pain, as you've 
squealed all your life. And there won't be anyone to help 
you! No one will hear you! No one will want to listen to 
you! You will no longer boss anyone around, you selfish, 
boring, vicious and evil witch! 

Mother loses control and throws the contents of the bucket 
into Aisha's face. 


THE PRESENT - DIFFERENT 

mother: Forgive me. 

aisha: I forgave you. Now you have me. You'll look after my 
body until it dies. 

aisha: Burnt. Dead. I will walk, slowly and heavily, feeble and 
blind. I will listen to the murmurs of people as they 
notice me, try to avoid looking at me? As they cross to 
the other side of the street, covering their eyes with 
their hands, covering the eyes of their children? A 
woman with a burnt face. Don't look at her. You won't 
be able to sleep. I will think. If I had ever dug my hand 
into my stomach, what would I have found there? 

mother: Don't think about the past. Tomorrow... 

aisha: Doesn't exist. 


THE FUTURE - THREE HUNDRED AND SIXTY DECREES OF 
WARMTH 

aisha: One day when we meet again you'll ask me - what did 
I want? I wanted to live. It's a pity we didn't meet before. 
My war is over. I've set my weapons down. You will 
shake your head. Determined. Look me straight into my 
eyes. I will pull you closer with my bony hand to my 
already flabby breast. You will kiss me. I will envelop you 
with shaking, clumsy legs, squeeze your ribs to keep you 
with me. You will not push away. My burnt eye will look 
at you in panic and pleadingly. Stay, stay! You won't 
move at all. Your hand, cramped with excitement, will go 
over the furrowed, baked cheeks. You won't make a 
disgusted sound. I will seduce you once again, I'll kiss 
you naked, have you, love you and never lose you. 
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rvo pitanje upuceno je tebi kao uredniku medu 
autorima: dosta smo raspravljali o naslovu temata koji 
uredujemo i na kraju se odlucili za dramsko pismo oo, ali 
u razgovoru mu se i dalje cesto obracamo kao mladom 
dramskom pismu. Koji je tvoj stav prema tim terminima? 
Postupak odabira naslova nacin je da se odredi tema i da 
se sadrzaj usmjeri prema nekoj tocki. Ono sto naslov 
tako konkretno opisuje, ipak je nesto teze definirati u 
praksi. Dramsko pismo oo sugerira novu pocetnu poziciju s koje se krece, neko 
nulto-nulto stanje. Je li to uistinu pokusaj da se tema sagleda od nule ili je to 
tek nasa urednicka potreba za simbolickim pocetkom, nisam siguran. 
Dodatnim definiranjem sintagmom mlado dramsko pismo pokusavamo 
nadopuniti to polje nesigurnosti i sugerirati da pridjev "mlado" u sebi nosi i 
niz drugih obiljezja: neafirmirano, novo, eksperimentalno, hrabro, (ne) 
artikulirano, (ne)ideolosko, pametno, procitano a ne-postavljeno, itd. Kao 
uredniku, cini mi se da smo ovako otvorenim naslovom pokusali izbjeci da 
stilski, formalno i sadrzajno definiramo jednu grupu pisaca, jer mi se cini da 
im je nemoguce pronaci zajednicki nazivnik. 

Razlozimo dalje: sto se dogada kad iz tih sintagmi maknemo dramsko? Koji 
su ulozi u borbi izmedu dramskog i pisma? Ili, da parafraziram, i intimiziram: 
Goran Fercec: dramski pisac ili samo pisac ili pisac ili nesto trece? I zasto? 

Ne bih bio toliko dramatican i uveo odnos borbe kao veznik koji spaja dramsko 
i pismo. Problem koji sugeriras polazi od suzene percepcije kojom se tretira 
dramsko pismo kao forma; to je ono koje jest tek kad je na sceni, a kad je na 
sceni, vec uvelike nije ono sto je bilo prije toga. Dramski tekst kao knjizevni 
rod ima tu (ne)srecu da ga tek scena potvrduje i cini suverenim. Moja intimna 
ideologija vezana uz dramski tekst suprotna je tom opceprihvacenom nacelu; 
zanimljivije mi je za tekst pokusati pronaci sva potentna mjesta koja nisu 
samo scena, a koja unutar svog medija tekst mogu uciniti predstavljivim. 
Scena mi je najmanje zanimljiva, zanimljive su mi sve mogucosti uokolo 
scene. Mozda me upravo taj afinitet definira vise kao pisca, onoga koji pise i 
dramaturga, onoga koji se bavi tekstom za izvedbu (ma kojeg zanra bila), a 
manje kao dramskog. 

Ponekad mi se cini da je gotovo jedina dodirna tocka koju dijele autori koje 
ovdje predstavljamo nezadovoljstvo odnosom Akademije prema drugom 
dijelu sintagme koja joj stoji u naslovu, dramske umjetnosti... Sto nam 
Akademija nije dala, a trebala nam je dati? Ili je nesto ipak pogresno u tom 
pitanju? 

To je jedno od pitanja koje me ljuti, a ljuti me zato sto se uvijek i ponovo 
postavlja, iako je odgovor svakome onome tko se i na trenutak zamislio nad 
vlastitom sudbinom pisca/autora i barem povrsno prosao kroz neke teorije 
obrazovanja, neizbjezno jasan. Ocekivati od Akademije ili bilo koje druge 
institucije da bilo sto bilo kome dade, najblaze receno, potpuno je naivno, ako 
ne i glupo. Metodologija obrazovanja na pocetku dvadeset i prvog stoljeca, 
narocito na umjetnickoj instituciji tipa Akademije dramske umjetnosti, 
narocito u predmetu kao sto je dramsko pismo(!), ovisi, ponavljam, iskljucivo 
o zelji za emancipacijom onoga koji nosi poziciju ucenika/studenta, da 
parafraziram Rancierea. Sto student prije shvati daje samoobrazovanje 
kljucni metodoloski postupak u stjecanju istog, i sto prije aktivira zelju za 
emancipacijom u odabranom usmjerenju, tim prije mozemo razgovarati o 
onome sto institucija daje. Radikalno sam kritican prema ideji da postoji 
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metodoloski princip prijenosa znanja, odnosno da netko nekome nesto moze 
dati. U tom smislu glupo je ocekivati od Akademije da daje. Akademija otvara, 
sugerira, predlaze, usmjerava, komentira, aktivira, potice, i na odsjeku 
dramaturgije to se radi vrlo dobro. 

S obzirom na to da imas vec dosta medunarodnog iskustva (radionickog, 
rezidencijalnog, izvedbenog), prosirit cu prethodno pitanje i upitati: sto nam 
Hrvatska ne daje, a trebala bi nam dati? 

Ako s Akademije kao s institucije prijedemo na drzavu kao instituciju, pitanje 
odnosa davanja i primanja biva dovedeno u bezizlazni apsurd. Ipak, treba 
napomenuti, od drzave se u prakticnom smislu moze (ili se do nedavno 
moglo) ocekivati neko "davanje". To konkretno znaci daje postojao neki 
klimavi kostur drzavnog financiranja u kulturi, kostur koji se pred naletom sile 
svjetske ekonomske krize raspao (a kako ce se tek raspasti!) u komadice. 
Raspao se, kao sto se raspala i ekonomija i financiranje uopce, jer osim tog 
klimavog kostura ne postoji bas nikakav prijedlog kulturne, gospodarske, 
ekonomske i pravne politike. Ako krenemo od opceg prema pojedinacnom, 
pisanje (bilo dramsko, izvedbeno, teorijsko ili prozno) u Hrvatskoj ima upravo 
onu poziciju koja mu je ovom trenutku moguca. Pisanje, kao i bilo koji drugi 
format umjetnickog rada ovisan je o zelji i potrebi autora da radi i stvara. Ako 
autor zna sto bi s drzavom (a zna), potpuno je ocigledno da drzava ne zna sto 
bi s autorom. 

Sjecam se jedne tvoje davne recenice s jednog godisnjeg ispita kad si izjavio 
daje svaki tekst politician dok se ne dokaze suprotno. Komentar - nekoliko 
godina kasnije? 

Ovdje treba razmrsiti mogucu zabunu vezanu uz pojmove. Ja sam bio rekao 
daje svaki tekst politicki dok se ne dokaze drugacije. Tom recenicom sam 
pokusao sebi intimno objasniti gdje se nalazim, i istovremeno radikalno (i 
mozda pomalo naivno) napraviti cisti rez prema mogucim interpretacijama 
sto pisac radi i cemu tekstovi sluze. Politicnost teksta je nesto drugo, ali ne i 
manje vazno. Politicnost izlazi iz samog postupka, ne nuzno iz sadrzaja. To 
konkretno znaci da politicnost teksta ovisi o postupku, odluci, namjeri prema 
tekstu i s tekstom samim. Nije svaki tekst politican. Ponavljanje je primjer 
politicnosti u tekstu, zbog toga Bernhard ponavlja unedogled. Tekstovi su mu 
nepobitno politicki, ali su i politicni. Politicnost teksta i politika u tekstu dva 
su odvojiva pojma i mogu jedan bez drugoga - iako ne vidim zasto bi ih netko 
odvajao. 

Volis li vise vlastito pisanje ili vlastito pismo? 

Pisati o pisanju besmisleno je ako nije pisanje samo. 
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I zvedbeni tekst Kruzenje objavljen je na 
Trecem programu Hrvatskog radija 2008. 
godine, u emisiji Znaci vremena te je iste 
godine predstavljen na festivalu Mala nocna 
citanja u Teatru &TD u reziji Anice Tomic. 


(...) 

Ako koracas sporo, onda nesto trazis. 

Ako koracas sporo i pri tom izbacujes kukove, onda 
trazis jos nesto vise. 

Ako koracas sporo, izbacujes kukove i pri tom okreces 
glavu, onda trazis sve. 

A to je vec rizik. Jer tebi i nekome drugome sve ne mora 
biti ista stvar. To nikad ne zaboravi. 

Zakorakni. 

Polagano. 

Kao da znas razloge svakog sljedeceg koraka. 

Ovo mjesto trazi korak ni previse tvrd, ni previse mekan. 
Kreni parkom u smjeru istok-zapad. Zatim zakreni desno 
prema sjeveru i napravi krug oko jezera u kojem djecaci jedni 
drugima peru leda. Pravi se da ih ne primjecujes. Nastavi 
preko krizanja dviju setnica i vrati se u smjeru zapada. Tvoj 
smjer sasvim je proizvoljan. 

Ti znas gdje zelis doci. 

Zemlja se odupire tvom koraku. Zelja zemlje odupire se 
tvojoj zelji. Netko je napravio gresku u pretpostavci da ces 
odustati od vlastitog koraka sada kad ti je jos jedino korak 
ostao. Tvoj korak bit ce lagan. Sve price ponavljaju se. Pricu o 
kraju ostavi za sobom. Zbog nje ce te progoniti. Izmisli svoju. 
Iskoristi povijest. Imas dovoljno vremena da sve ono sto je 
noc skrila oku nadomjestis izmisljenim. Melankolicna prica o 
svijetu tako se nikad nece zavrsiti. Nece biti nesretnog kraja, 
nece biti sretnog kraja, biti ce beskraj. A beskraj nas sve tjesi i 
vise od salice toplog mlijeka. 

Kako je beskraj divna stvar. 

Ako te ipak preplasi, ti umijes zapoceti uvijek ispocetka. 
Uvijek iznova. Sve cemu si uzrok, zanemarujes. Sve katastrofe 
ne vece od zrna graska, zanemarujes. Tako se stede suze. 
Pogledaj ptice, ostale su jednako glupe. Od vremena kadje 
svijet bio star samo pet dana. One i svi drugi sto se zovu 
zivima, odonda nisu imali zelja. Tako ptice ostadose bez ruku, 
a covjek bez krila. 
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Budi blag prema onome koji ce ti prvi pristupiti. To kako 
covjek prilazi uvijekje iznenadenje. A kako odlazi, jos je vece 
cudo. 

Slazi korake u svojoj glavi. 

Broji korake. 

Ako pocnes misliti o svemu sto ces izgubiti, onda nisi ni 
trebao dolaziti ovamo. Znao si otprije da je ovo mjesto 
gubitka. Ne mozes reci da nisi. Pronasao si put slijedeci zelju. 
A sad je nemas s kime podijeliti. U najmanju ruku, to je 
nespretno. Cubitak se cini konacnim i tebe je strah. 

Kukavico. 

Tebe je strah. 

Kukavico. Nakon sto je razum nagovijestio konacnicu, ti, 
kojeg su smatrali najmirnijim covjekom na svijetu, odjednom 
vise nisi tako miran. A onih koji su te mirnim smatrali, njih 
nema, pa nema ni tvog mira. Kako onda podijeliti nemir. 

Napravi korak. 

Pronadi nemiru razlog da te pokrene. Reci, kad odjekne 
slijedeci pucanj, ti ces napraviti korak i dopustit ces da te 
nagovore na sve. 

Hitac puske, ispaljen nasred rijeke, ili povik, koji se odbija o niske 
litice na obali, dugo odzvanja; prelazeci od jedne obale na 
drugu odjek se siri kao dugotrajna jeka, koja nagoni na 
potijetanje citavo mnostvo ptica. 

Kad odjekne slijedeci pucanj, JA cu napraviti korak i 
sacuvati zelju, a nagovaraca, ako ga bude, natjerat cu da ucini 
isto. 

Tek vlastitim korakom mogu zakoraknuti. Premda s 
drugim mogu dijeliti zelju, korak je moj. Sad mogu slijediti. 
Odigrati prolog vlastitom svrsetku. Slijediti s odmakom. 
Sasvim se pribliziti. Napraviti distancu. Hi naletjeti ramenom 
o rame koje pripada drugom i praviti se da je sve bilo 
slucajno. Jer sve i jest bilo slucajno, do trenutka 
prepoznavanja. Sad kad je korak postao moj, nitko me ne 
moze sprijeciti. Moj korak je lagan. Savrseno jasna posljedica 
ne toliko jasne logike. Svejedno. Treba paziti da budem sto 
manje u pravu. Onda ce to biti idealna mimikrija. Ako jos 
naucim govoriti bez da pomicem usne, bit cu produzena ruka 
svakog zamislivog zla. 

Mogao bih biti bilo koja od glava sto su mastale o ovom 
mjestu. 

Mogao bih biti bilo koja od glava sto su mastale o 
susretu sa mnom. 

Pocinjem se nadati. 

Nadaje cijelo moje naslijede. Mogu se potruditi. Onda 
opet, na mjestu koje me ne zeli NE MORAM RECI NISTA. 
Mogucnost odabira paralizira me. Bas kao sto paralizira 
svakog komeje dana. Ali zelim moci odabrati. Mojje pocetak 
nijem i ispraznjen. Col sam poput (nedovrseno). Ni ovo 
mjesto, ni ova noc, ni moje otvorene namjere nece pokazati 
tko uistinu jesam, vec ono sto bih mogao biti. Pazljivo 
odabirem mogucnosti, makar je ovdje tek jedna mogucnost. 


U pustosi zemaljskog vrta, od smrti i zelje, spasavam svoje 
tamne oci i pogled natopljen nekontroliranom zudnjom. 

Prvi put nazirem TVOJU sjenu. 

I citam te kao iz taloga kave. Bijelac, dovoljno visok da 
se ponekad osjetis nezasticenim. To je sasvim dovoljno za 
ljubav. 

Tvoja sjena najmudrije je sto ova noc moze ponuditi. Jer 
vidjeti previse jednako je kao i vidjeti nista. Ne boj se. Ne 
zelim te preplasiti pricom o kraju, jer smrt jest tek ukoliko je 
moja. Sve drugo samo je bivanje pored. Ja sam stup drustva. 
Fino isklesani mramorni pilon. Potporanj. Nosac. Kamen u 
kojem se sastaju svi lukovi naseg zemaljskog zivota; o kojem 
ovisi citav nas zajednicki zivot. Moje ime pise se velikim 
slovom, ali ne trebas me se plasiti. Ja sam obelisk. Ja sam 
pojedinac. Ja sam brat. Tvoj brat. Ravnopravni clan drustva. 
Clan kolektiva. Clan hrvackog kluba. Clan vijeca. Nalik ocu. 
Uzor. Uzor pojedinac. Iz mojih gresaka uci cijeli kolektiv. Moje 
su mane savrseno prilagodljive. Moja zelja jedini je smisao koji 
posjedujem. Moja sreca je zarazna. Moji pokusaji uspjesni cak 
i kad ne urode plodom. Moje sklonosti, sklonosti su drustva 
samog. Moje zelje, tvoje su skrivene zelje. Ja sam beskrajni 
pojedinac ogranicenog kolektiva. O, beskrajne su moje 
mogucnosti bas kao sto su beskrajne mogucnosti ovog 
trenutka. Ja sam istroseno, izglasano, ograniceno ja. Moja je 
zelja sad velika poput stida. Mozda je to dobar trenutak da 
zakoraknem prema tebi kao u sliku i namamim te. Nikome ni 
rijeci necu reci o tebi. Radije bih lagao o istini. Na kraju svatko 
isprede vlastitu pricu u kojoj zudnja vise nije samo zudnja, a 
vrt vise nije samo vrt nego pakao u kojem ti i ja stojimo kao 
na kontinentu dok su nam tijela mirna poput stabala. 

Kako se epoha u ovom trenu cini raskosnom. 

Pusta povrsina zemlje gdje se detalj nimalo ne razlikuje 
od cjeline. Epoha je jos nevina dokje gledam u idealnoj 
perspektivi jednog humanista. Da mi pogled ne bi lutao, cijeli 
je kontinent ispresijecan linijama perspektive kao u starim 
grafikama. Moram samo pratiti linije koje ce me odvesti na 
putovanje zivota. Prepustam se. Pogled mi nestaje u sjecistu. 
Nema sretnijeg covjeka od mene. Buljim u tocku u kojoj se 
pronalaze nebo i zemlja. Moj pogled je poslusan. Moj duh je 
velik. Divim se. Tocka je mamac. Ako joj se predam, siguran 
sam od sumnje. Ali moj je pogled samo prividno moj. Jer on 
hoce preko. I u snu san bi dalje. Izbjegnem perspektivu 
jednog humanista i prebacim pogled preko fiktivne linije kao 
preko bodljikave zice. U tom trenutku moja je volja jedina 
opasnost svijeta. Trudim se dobro zapamtiti sve sto vidim. A 
sve sto vidim dok stojim okrenut istoku toliko je daleko i od 
snova da pocinjem sumnjati da sanjam. Htio bih izbjeci san i 
napaljeno poput tinejdzera docarati u nekoliko rijeci 
nadljudsku Ijepotu tog vrta, okruzenog nebom, samocom, 
cudnovatoscu, gdje s vremena na vrijeme proleti jato velikih 
mocvarnih ptica. Poput brzog nocnog vlaka; cuje se sum 
njihovih krila. Zatvorim oci pred Ijepotom. To je treptaj diva, 
jer kad otvorim oci idealna perspektiva svijeta slomljena je. 
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Krajolikje manje prostran i manje neodreden. Cujem Johnnyja 
Casha kako pjeva o cetrdeset noci i cetrdeset dana kise. Sav 
kamen kontinenta sad je blato. Pojest ce me zivot a ja to 
necu ni osjetiti. Treba bjezati, treba trcati kroz vodu. Ova noc 
ruga mi se u lice. Ova je pustos prorocka. Trci. Trci. Trci 
pederu, govorim si. 

Na kraju sna uvijek postoji spas. 

Drugi put nazirem tvoju sjenu. 

Ne sanjam. 

Neka te moja zelja ne preplasi. Kad sanjas zudnju, 
budenje je uvijek tuga. Hocu je podijeliti s tobom. Ne govorim 
u prazno. Znam da si tamo. Mozda si nerazumniji od 
urodenika u pratnji koji predobro poznaje put i nikad ne 
zaluta, i mozda nisi veci od moje zelje, ali si tamo, i to je rizik 
koji sam spreman podnijeti. Priznat cu ti, uzgajam osjecaj 
poput cvijeta. Promatram te, kao sto bih promatrao rast 
Ijiljana na prozorskoj dasci, kako svakim danom neprimjetno 
raste, prema vrhu sve tanji, prijeteci da se rascvjeta ili da 
zauvijek ostane prikriven u pupoljku. Ne cvijet, nego osjecaj. 
Osjecaj poput cvijeta. Osjecaj u cvijetu. Oblikujem ga i 
njegujem samo u odnosu prema tebi. Bez tebe, ni ja sam ne 
vjerujem da bezrazlozan osjecaj moze biti tako pun, tako 
neopisivo temeljit. Bezrazloznost mog osjecaja prema tebi, a 
zbog kojeg ti nemas razloga snositi ni najmanju krivicu. Jer ti 
nisi kriv. To mi, molim te, vjeruj. Jer tko bi, gledajuci tebe i 
znajuci nacin na koji o tebi mislim i na koji iscekujem tvoj 
dolazak, mogao pomisliti da te mrzim. Da te bezrazlozno 
mrzim, i da to ne radim namjerno. Jer ne postoji nikakva ni 
najmanja otvorena ili prikrivena namjera s kojom ili zbog koje 
bih te mrzio. Ne mrzim te s razlogom, vec zbog toga sto jesi. 
Mrzim te jer si negdje tamo. Ne vidim te, ali znam da si tamo, 
i u cast nasoj zajednickoj naslijedenoj panici, mrzim kao sto 
nikoga nikada nisam mrzio. Bezrazlozno. Nema drugog 
osjecaja, drugog postupka, drugog nacina. Samo ako te 
shvatim kao neprijatelja, samo tada postoji sansa da se 
nikada ne sretnemo i jedan drugome pregrizemo vrat. Samo 
ako te budem mrzio na nevideno, nas se dvojica mozemo 
spasiti. Jer ako pocnemo razgovarati moglo bi se dogoditi da 
na samom pocetku razgovora necemo biti sigurni jesmo li 
prijatelji ili sto drugo. To je prevelik rizik. Bezrazlozna mrznja 
manje je sirova, ali to sto je bezrazlozna ne daje ti pravo da 
pomislis kako ti zelim pruziti mogucnost. Bilo kakvu 
mogucnost, zbog svih proslih mimoilazenja. Bezrazloznost ne 
prikriva dobru namjeru, niti je mrznja manje krvava. Zelim ti 
samo prici. Siguran sam da sam te nekad ranije sreo. Bio si 
dovoljno daleko da ne mogu red da sam ti bio preblizu. Mogu 
bih se tocno sjetiti vremena i mjesta kad sam te ugledao, ali ti 
se neces sjecati. Jer, premda sam ja gledao tebe, ti nisi gledao 
mene. Da si me gledao, onda bi znao da te gledam. Da si 
samo pogledao, sve bi bilo drugacije. Ovako, nije mi preostalo 
drugo nego da zatvorim oci i pricekam da nestanes i opet se 
pojavis kad za to dode vrijeme. Oprosti. To je samo panika sto 
je osjecam prije no sto zatvorim oci, jer svaki put kad 


zatvorim oci, cujem kako fuckanjem dozivas zivotinju. Cujem 
kako udaras dlanom o dlan ne bi li je privolio da poslusa tvoju 
gestu, ne bi li se tepajuci zivotinji, priblizio meni. 

Treci put nazirem tvoju sjenu. 

Mozda grijesim, jer zamisljanje slika pretpostavlja 
greske. Cak i onih slika koje mislis da nikada neces zaboraviti i 
da ce u tvojoj memoriji uvijek biti prisutne do i u najmanji 
detalj. Mozda je to greska. Mozda nije tako. Ne znam. Mozda 
nepovratno nestajanje slika izaziva paniku za koju smo do 
sada vjerovali daje nasljedujemo. Panika od neprimjetljivosti. 
Panika da o tebi ne znam nista. Je li tocka na kojoj stojis 
uobicajeno mjesto na kojem te se moze vidjeti? Panika da 
nikad necu saznati kakva je boja tvog glasa, ali da cu uvijek 
znati daje jedan od glasova tvoj, jer sam ti posvetio vise 
paznje no sto ljudi jedni drugima posvecuju, pa te sada cujem 
cak i onda kad te nema i kad ne radis nista, sto je opet 
dovoljno da budem siguran da si tamo negdje i da te mrzim. 
Ja o tebi ne znam nista. Ali ako je moj osjecaj neutemeljen, jer 
nema tog razloga zbog kojeg bih ja ili netko drugi radio na 
tome da te unisti, onda mi nije ni potrebno da nesto o tebi 
znam. Ja tek cijeli danasnji dan znam da ces doci. I bio sam u 
pravu. Jos te uvijek ne vidim ali te nazirem, i poklanjam ti 
pricu o snu kao metaforu mrznje, a mrznju kao upozorenje. 
Nemoj se zato uplasiti vlastitih snova, ili omalovaziti mrznju. I 
nemoj ni pomisliti daje sve ovo maglovita tako bolno 
prisutna ceznja sto proizlazi iz nemoci da ti stanem blizu ili 
preblizu. Ti o meni jednako tako ne znas nista. Neka ti za 
pocetak mrznja bude sasvim dovoljna. Krenut cu prema tebi, 
jer kruzenje, bez obzira na rizik, odrzava ugodno strujanje 
zraka. 

Zbog odvratnog smrada noc se pretvara u pravo mucenje. 

U ocekivanju, besmisleno se trudim opisati mjesto 
susreta. Mukla tisina u odnosu s krikovima srece koji se lome 
izmedu stabala. Tamo u mraku jos je muskaraca u plesu. 
Cujem njihovo kruzenje kao lagano zujanje buba u ljubavnom 
ritualu. Nesmotreni pucnji usmjereni su prema nebu 
pretrpanom pticama. Pucnji koje ispaljuje moj vlastiti mozak 
u nedostatku prelijepog privida u nailasku. Mogao bih se 
ovog trena zakleti na SVE ono sto sam prezirao u sigurnosti 
vlastite sobe. Zakleti se u stvari koje mame da ih svezes u 
zakletvu i ispadnes budala. Ali, da, kunem se da bih te volio 
ako bi naisao i pravio se daje tvoj nailazak slucajan bas kao 
sto je ovo mjesto od zbroja drugih mjesta, slucajno, kao sto bi 
slucajna bila nasa hrabrost u prici u kojoj zajedno odlazimo s 
ovog mjesta. Zagrljeni. 

Cetvrti put nazirem ti sjenu i mastam o nasoj sreci. 

Kako me samo beskrajno sram. Zudnja postaje divlja 
poput zivotinje na mojoj kozi. Zabacuje glavu u svom 
premalenom svijetu. Smirujem je. Svaka pripitomljena zvijer, 
ipak je samo zvijer. 

Cujem vlak kako nailazi. Tlo podrhtava poput tijela u 
groznici. Poslusaj savjet koji vrijedi za obojicu. Budi miran dok 
vlak ne prode. Cujes ga? Ako me poslusas i ostanes miran 


Coran Fercec 

Kruzenje 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 


149 


svaki ce osvijetljeni prozorvagona baciti pravokutnik svjetla 
na nasa lica. Uciniti nam obojici uslugu, pa cemo drugdje 
mod docekati svitanje. Sami. Ili zajedno. Cujes ga. Udahni, 
pokazi muzjacka prsa. 

Vidim te. 

Premjestas tezinu s noge na nogu. Mlad si. Budi strpljiv. 
Najveca je vrlina biti strpljiv, rekao je netko kome sam nekad 
vjerovao, a danas se ne mogu sjetiti njegova imena. Ni lica. Ni 
dupeta. Ali ostao sam ponizno strpljiv. I u strpljenju moje 
istine nisu vise od rijeci. I uvijek dolaze u paru. Ovog trenutka 
jedna je moja noga strah, druga je zudnja. Osjecam u njima 
neodoljivu zelju, poput struje ili grca. Nikad nisam bio blize 
zemlji. Ni jedna moja zelja nikad nije bila veca. Ni jedan strah 
nije me natjerao da se userem. Ali kad konacno napravim 
korak, to ce biti korak zudnje, najsramotnije stvari koju cu 
sebi dopustiti. Zudnja cista poput votke. 

Kad napravim prvi korak, bit ce toliko odmjeren kao da 
prvi put koracam. Prvi korak na kraju svih koraka koje sam 
napravio. Korak od sedam milja. Muski korak. Kad 
zakoraknem, bit ce to muski korak bez zadrske. Clave 
okrenute u lijevo. Pogleda uperenog u sve sto prolazi. 
Razdrljene kosulje. Stisnute pesnice. Savijene noge sto se 
odupire o zemlju. I dalje, docekat cu se u raskoraku, 
razmaknutih nogu poput hrvaca. Skupljenih nogu u 
vojnickom stavu. Na sve cetiri poput pseta. 

Pogledaj me. 

Rasirenih ruku koje otkrivaju radost. Moj je korak lagan. 
Ponavlja se poput zelje. Nema stajanja. Nema osvrtanja. 
Korak postaje brzi. Clazba koju cujem sve glasnija. Ptice sve 
nervoznije. Mozda se do cistilista moze jedino plesuci. 
Trocetvrtinski takt. Ponavljam korak toliko dugo dok ne 
osjetim slobodu u vlastitim nogama. Cledam stvar s vedrije 
strane i ponavljam korak u ritmu odlazaka. Okrecem se. 
Pokazujem leda. Odaje me ruka. U saci stezem zelju da ne 
odleti. Pokazujem lice. Odaje me oko. Sjaji se. Suza je samo 
komentar na privid. U ovom svijetu vjecnog svijetla, nase su 
se sjene odavno izgubile. Zelja ipak nekako pronade put. 
Okrecem se, pokazujem leda. 

Korak. 

Koracam. 

Koraci su ili preveliki ili premali za stazu. Pokusavam 
pronaci svijetu podnosljivu mjeru. Zagrijavam se. Trazim 
ritam. Trocetvrtinski takt polako prelazi u fugu. Moze li se 
plesati fuga? Tijelo mi je napeto kao pred bitku. Je li svaka 
forma prihvatljiva? Jedan, dva, tri. Dva, dva, tri. Tri, dva, tri. 
Zivotinja prati moj ritam. Steze se zajedno s mojim misicima. 
Lize znoj sto mi se slijeva niz nogu. Zivotinja hoce vise. Vrti se 
u krug. Crize vlastiti rep. Pratim joj korak, prepusten njezinoj 
volji. Od cijele ove izvedbe, meni ne pripada nista. U 
iscekivanju, svijet nikada nije bio Ijepsi. Pusta svecanost. Moj 
je pies poput igre. Svakim novim korakom izbjegnem metak. 
Ili psovku. Ili strah. Tvom pogledu pustam da me pronade. 

Plesem. 


Zavodim ti sjenu. Prepoznajes li zivotinju na mojoj nozi? 
Pridi i pruzi vanjsku stranu sake. Tako se nece preplasiti. 
Mozes joj prici kao sto bi prisao psu da sam ga kojim slucajem 
izveo u setnju. Prici psu, dobar je nacin da se pride vlasniku. 
Pod uvjetom da je volja psajednaka volji vlasnika. Ali ja 
nemam psa. Sve sto posjedujem komadic je zive koze. Mozes 
joj tepati. Mozes je dodirnuti rukom. Navikao sam da joj se 
tepa i dodiruje rukom. To mora biti dovoljno za srecu. Pratim 
ritam sto ga tijelo samo proizvodi. 

Koracam. 

Sasvim sam blizu tvojoj sjeni. Kad bi ovo bila igra 
osvajanja, moja pobjeda bila bi sasvim izgledna. Ali ovdje 
nista ne moze biti dobiveno. Osim vremena. Sto bi bio 
neprocjenjiv dobitak kad bih znao sto s vremenom. Tvrdoglav 
si. Sakriven u mraku. Ali nervoza otkriva tvoju mladost. Ne 
mozemo propasti. Jer kad iskoristimo sve mogucnosti, jos 
uvijek mozemo biti otac i sin. Ja cu biti otac, a ti sin. Ili 
obrnuto. Kad otkrijes svoje namjere, zelje i uloge, znat cu tko 
je otac, a tko sin. Mozes otici, ili se ja mogu povuci. Samo daj 
znak da se razumijemo. Djelic tebe sto ga nazirem prekrasno 
je prividenje. Ti si lovac. Djecak u majici-s-brojem-dvadeset 
na ledima. Jesu li to tvoje godine? Ili tvoja zelja? Mokro 
prividenje. Mrlja znoja na ledima. Jesi li trcao ovamo u strahu 
da cu otici, pa me vise neces naci. Smiri se. Disi duboko. 

Ti si neodoljiva pojava prirode sto je ni san ne moze 
smiriti. 

Tvoja je mlada cast sve sto imas. Ne usudim se red 
nevinost, pa kazem cast kao da se radi o princu. Tvoja je 
paznja nevina, premda su tvoje namjere smrtne. Tvoja 
hrabrost zbog toga nije manje vrijedna. Ti si sasvim slucajno 
ti. Sasvim slucajno ovdje. I tvoja ce zelja biti manje bolna ako 
kazem da me cinis sretnim. Ti donosis nadu. Znam to. Siguran 
sam kao sto nikad ni u sto nisam bio siguran. Kad bi postojala 
i najmanja naznaka bozje providnosti, nas susret pretvorio bi 
se u mimoilazenje. Netko bi josjednom bio spasen. Sadaje 
kasno za mimoilazenje. Jos jedna podvala Ocu. Nesto te 
natjeralo da navuces majicu od poliestera koja iskri poput 
kurvinog plasta. Svijetlis u mraku poput krijesnice. Nikada 
necu biti siguran u tvoju zelju. Ali ako nastavim plesati, zelja 
da budem siguran nestat ce kao sto nestaje led. Od svega ce 
tekostati oziljci mimoilazenja. 

Plesem. 

Predlazem da napravimo korak dalje. Da postignemo 
konsenzus. Kao da smo dio iste scene. Sve sto trebamo vec je 
ovdje. Vrt. Noc. Vrijeme trajanja. Sami smo. Miljama daleko 
ljudi su sretni, pa nam nikakva opasnost ne prijeti. Nitko se 
nece izrugati tvojoj zelji. Nema nikog osim nas dvojice. Idealni 
uvjeti uvijek su samo zelja. Budi mi od pomoci. Sve oko nas 
izmastanaje pastorala. Tako smo blizu jedan drugome, kao 
da se oduvijek znamo. Prilazimo jedan drugome u cudu. Nasa 
je igra pretjerana. Dovedena do svake krajnosti. Sad vise ne 
mozemo stati. 

Prilazim. 
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Premalo je vremena a previse zelja. Nizem ih u 
brojanicu. Nikada nisam znao kad treba stati. Osjecam da je 
ceznja svakim korakom manja. Slinim poput pseta kad 
nanjusi krv. Ali ova pastorala ne podnosi krv. 

Prilazim ti blize. 

Pozvao bih te imenom, tako da sve ono sto smo 
propustili izgleda manje tragicno. Ako smo jos sposobni 
osjetiti tragicno. Ne znam tvoje ime. Neka tako ostane. Vidim 
te kako prebacujes tezinu s noge na nogu. Poput boksaca. Ti 
mozes biti samo sin. Zavodis. 

Od nas dvojice, netkoje ipak veca kukavica. Izlazem se 
riziku da to budem ja. Ali necu otici pognute glave. 

Ovo je mjesto susreta. 

Najsretnija tocka svijeta. 

Prilazim. 

Hej Johnny, one day they'll make a movie about you. 
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he first question is addressed to you as the editor among 
authors: we have discussed long enough on the title of 
the thematic issue we are preparing and eventually 
decided to name it playwriting oo, yet in our 
conversations we often refer to it as young playwriting. 
What is your opinion on these terms? 

The procedure of deciding on the title is to define the 
subject and then direct the content towards a particular 
point. However, in practice it is a bit more difficult to define what the title 
might express quite specifically. Playwriting oo suggests a new starting point 
from which one should proceed, a zero-zero position. Whether it is really 
about an attempt of looking at the subject from zero, or merely our editorial 
need of a symbolic beginning - I am not sure about that. With the additional 
qualification of young playwriting, we seek to complement that field of 
insecurity and to suggest that the adjective "young" carries a myriad of other 
meanings: non-established, new, experimental, daring, (un)articulated, 
(non)ideological, clever, read but not staged, etc. It seems to me as the editor 
that this open title aims at avoiding the stylistic, formal, or thematic defini¬ 
tion of a group of authors, since it seems impossible to find a universal 
common denominator for all of them. 


- Let us analyze this further: what happens if we take out the play out of the 

Translated from the Croatian equation? What are the stakes in the struggle between the play and the 

by Marina Miladinov writing? Or rather, if I paraphrase and make it more intimate: Coran Fercec: 

- playwright or just a writer, or writer and something else? And why? 

I would not be so dramatic as to introduce the concept of struggle in relating 
the play and the writing. The problem that you're suggesting comes from a 
narrowed perception that treats playwriting as a form; as something that 
only exists when on stage, a when it is on stage, it is already far from what it 
used to be before that. Playwriting as a literary genre has the (mis)fortune of 
becoming established and sovereign only when it reaches the stage. My 
intimate ideology linked to playwriting is, however, opposite to that generally 
accepted principle; what I find more interesting is to try and find all the 
potent places for a text, which don't include the stage alone, but can make 
the text presentable within their own medium. Perhaps I find the stage the 
least interesting among them; what is more fascinating are all the 
possibilities around it. It may be that this affinity defines me rather as a 
writer, the one that writes, or the dramaturge, who prepares a text for the 
performance (in whatever genre), less than a playwright. 


Sometimes it seems to me that almost the only point of contact between 
the authors presented here is their dissatisfaction with the Academy's 
attitude towards the term implied by the other part of the title. Dramatic 
Art... What is it that the Academy has failed to give us, although it should 
have? Or is there something wrong with this question? 

It is one of those questions that make me mad, and it makes me mad 
precisely because it is raised again and again, even though the answer to it 
must be inevitably clear to anyone who has stopped to think for a single 
moment over his or her own destiny as a writer/author or at least went 
through some theories of education. Expecting from the Academy or any 
other institution to give anything to anyone is completely naive or even 
stupid, to say the least. The methodology of education in the early 21 st 
century, especially at an art institution such as the Academy of Dramatic Art, 
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and even more within a course dealing with playwriting (!) depends, I repeat, 
exclusively on the desire of the one who has the position of the pupil/student 
to emancipate oneself, if I may paraphrase Ranciere. The sooner the student 
realizes that self-education is the crucial methodological procedure in acquiring 
knowledge, the sooner one activates one's wish to emancipate oneself in the 
chosen direction, the sooner we can also speak of what the institution may 
offer. I am radically critical towards the idea that there is a methodological 
principle of transmitting knowledge, or that anyone can give anything to 
anyone else. In that sense, one can't expect from the Academy to give 
something. The Academy is there to open, suggest, propose, comment, activate, 
and encourage, and the Dramaturgy Department does that very well. 

Regarding the fact that you have lots of international experience in terms of 
workshops, residences, and performances, I will extend the previous question 
and ask: what is it that Croatia has failed to give us, although it should? And... 

If we extend the question from the Academy as an institution to the state as an 
institution, the issue of the proportion between giving and receiving becomes 
hopelessly absurd. However, it must be said that, in a practical sense, one can 
(or could until recently) expect some "giving". More precisely, it means that 
there used to be some shaky skeleton of state financing in culture, and that 
skeleton has broken (and will break even more badly!) into small pieces under 
the onslaught of global economic crisis. It has collapsed, together with the 
economy and the system of financing in general, since apart from that shaky 
skeleton there is not a single project of cultural policy, economic policy, or legal 
policy. If we proceed from the general towards the specific, writing (be it drama, 
performance, theory, or prose) in Croatia has precisely the position that is 
possible at the moment. As any other format of artistic activity, writing 
depends on the desire and need of the author to work and to create. 

Even if the artist knows what he or she could do with the state (and that is 
so), it is perfectly obvious that the state has no idea what to do with the artist. 

I remember a statement of yours long ago, when you said at an annual exam 
that every text is political unless it proves the opposite. What is your comment 
- several years later? 

One should resolve the possible confusion related to terminology. I did say that 
every text is political until it proves the opposite. I used that sentence to 
explain to myself intimately where I stood and at the same time to make a 
radical (which may have been somewhat naive) and clean cut as to the possible 
interpretations of what the writer is doing and what the texts are good for. 

Politicality of the text is something else, yet equally important. It emerges 
from the procedure itself, not necessarily from the subject. What I mean is that 
the politicality of a text depends on the procedure, the decision, and the intent 
towards and with the text as such. Not every text is political. Repetition is a 
form of politicality in a text, and that's why Bernhard keeps repeating 
incessantly. And apart from the fact that his texts are unquestionably political, 
there's also politicality in them. Politicality and politics in a text are two 
separate notions and they can exist without one another. Although I can't see 
why anyone should separate them. 


Do you prefer your writing or what you have written? 

Writing on the writing is senseless unless it is the writing itself. 
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Translated from the Croatian by Magdalena Skoblar 


T he performance text Cruising was 

broadcast on the Third Program of If you walk slowly, then you are looking for something. 

Croatian Radio in 2008, in the program Signs If you walk slowly and, while doing that, you thrust your 

of the Time, and that same year it was hips, then you are looking for something more, 

presented at the Small Night Readings If you walk slowly, thrust your hips and, while doing 

festival at Theatre &TD and directed by Anica that, turn your head, then you are looking for everything. 

Tomic. And that is already risky. Because everything does not 

mean the same thing to you and to somebody else. Don't 
ever forget that. 

Take a step. 

Slowly. 

As if you know the reason for every next step. 

This place asks for a step which is neither too hard nor 
too soft. Co through the park in an east-west direction. Then 
turn right to the north and make a circle around the lake in 
which the boys are washing each other's backs. Pretend you 
don't notice them. Continue across the intersection of the 
two footpaths and return in a westward direction. Your 
direction is completely arbitrary. 

You know where you want to come to. 

The ground is resisting your step. The desire of the 
ground is resisting your desire. Somebody made a mistake in 
assuming that you would give up on your own step now that 
that step is all that you have left. Your step will be light. All 
stories are repeated. Leave behind the story about the end. 
They will persecute you for it. Come up with your own. Use 
history. You have enough time to replace everything that the 
night has hidden from the eye with the imagined. Thus the 
melancholy story about the world will never end. There will 
be no sad end, there will be no happy end, there will be 
infinity. And infinity comforts us all, even more than a cup of 
warm milk. 

What a wonderful thing infinity is. 

If it does scare you, you are always able to start over 
again. Always over again. You ignore everything that you are 
a cause of. You ignore all disasters not bigger than a pea. 
That's how tears are spared. Look at the birds, they have 
remained equally stupid. From the time when the world was 
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only five days old. They, and everything else called 'living', 
have had no desires ever since. Thus birds were left without 
hands and men without wings. 

Be kind to him who will approach you first. The way a 
man approaches is always a surprise. And how he leaves is an 
even bigger miracle. 

Arrange the steps in your head. 

Count the steps. 

If you start to think about everything you will lose, then 
you should not have come here. Because you have known 
from before that this is a place of loss. You can't say you 
didn't. You found the way by following a desire. And now you 
have no one to share it with. It is clumsy, to say the least. The 
loss seems final and you are scared. 

You coward. 

You're scared. 

You coward. After the mind announced the end, you, 
the person considered the calmest man in the world, are not 
so calm anymore all of a sudden. And those who considered 
you calm, they're gone, and so your calmness is gone too. 
How to share restlessness, then. 

Make a step. 

Find restlessness a reason to set you off. Say, when the 
next shot rings out, you will make a step and you will allow 
yourself to be talked into everything. 

A gun shot, fired amid the river, or a shout, reflecting against the 
short cliffs on the bank, rings out for a long time; crossing from 
one bank to the other, the sound is spreading like an enduring 
echo, which makes a whole multitude of birds take off. 

When the next shot rings out, I will take a step forward 
and preserve the desire, and if there is a persuader, I will 
make him do the same. 

I can only step forward with my own step. Although I 
can share a desire with another, the step is mine. Now I can 
follow. Play the prologue to my own end. Follow by keeping 
the distance. Get completely close. Make a distance. Or barge 
with a shoulder into somebody else's shoulder and pretend it 
was just an accident. Because it was an accident, until the 
moment of recognition. Now the step has become mine, who 
can stop me? My step is light. A perfectly clear consequence 
of not so clear logic. Whatever. I should take care not to be 
always right. Then it will be an ideal mimicry. If I also learn to 
talk without moving my lips, I will be the helping hand of 
every conceivable evil. 

I could be any of the heads that fantasized about this 
place. 

I could be any of the heads that fantasized about 
meeting me. 

I begin to hope. 

Hope is my entire heritage. I can make an effort. Then 
again, in the place which does not want me, I DON'T HAVE TO 
SAY ANYTHING. The possibility of a choice paralyzes me. Just 
like it paralyzes everyone it has been given to. But I want to 


be able to choose. My beginning is mute and emptied. I am 
naked as a (unfinished). Neither this place, nor this night, nor 
my open intentions will show who I really am, but what I 
might be. I choose my possibilities carefully, although there is 
only one possibility here. In the wasteland of the earthly 
garden, I am saving my dark eyes and gaze filled with 
uncontrollable lust from death and desire. 

For the first time I am making out YOUR shadow. 

And I am reading you like the tea leaves. A white man, 
tall enough to make you feel unprotected sometimes. This is 
enough for love. 

Your shadow is the wisest thing this night can offer. 
Because seeing too much is the same as seeing nothing. 

Don't be afraid. I don't want to scare you with the story 
about the end, because death exists only if it's mine. 
Everything else is just additional being. I am a pillar of 
society. A finely carved marble pillar A support. A carrier. The 
stone in which all arches of our earthly lives meet; on which 
our entire life together depends. My name is spelled with a 
capital letter, but you don't have to be afraid of me. I am an 
obelisk. I am an individual. I am a brother. Your brother. An 
equal member of society. A member of the community. A 
member of a wrestling club. A member of a board. Like a 
father. An exemplary individual. The entire community learns 
from my mistakes. My flaws are perfectly adaptable. My 
desire is the only meaning I possess. My happiness is 
contagious. My attempts are successful even when they 
don't come to fruition. My inclinations are the inclinations of 
society itself. My desires are your hidden desires. I am an 
infinitesimal individual in a limited community. Oh, the 
possibilities I have are endless just like the possibilities of this 
moment are endless. I am a worn-out, voted-off, limited me. 
My desire is now as large as the shame. Maybe this is a good 
moment to step forward towards you as if into a picture and 
lure you. I won't tell anyone a word about you. I'd rather lie 
about the truth. In the end everyone weaves their own story 
in which lust is no longer only lust, and the garden is no 
longer just a garden but a hell in which you and I stand as if 
on a continent while our bodies are as still as the trees. 

How luscious the epoch seems at this moment. 

The vast surface of the ground where the details are 
not in any way different from the whole. The epoch is still 
innocent while I look at it from the ideal perspective of a 
humanist. So that my gaze does not wander, the entire 
continent is criss-crossed with lines of perspective as in old 
prints. I only have to follow the lines which will take me on 
the journey of my life. I am surrendering to it. My gaze 
disappears in the vanishing point. There is no happier man 
than me. I stare at the point in which the sky and earth find 
each other. My gaze is obedient. My spirit is great. I am 
admiring it. The point is a bait. If I surrender to it, I am safe 
from doubting. But my gaze only appears to be mine. 

Because it wants to go across. While you dream, the dream 
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wants to go on. I dodge the perspective of a humanist and I 
shift my gaze across the fictional line as if over a barbed wire. 
In that moment, the only danger to the world is my will. I am 
making an effort to memorize everything I see. And 
everything I see while I stand facing the east is so far away 
from dreams that I begin to suspect I am dreaming. I'd like to 
avoid the dream and to figure forth in a few words as 
lustfully as a teenager would, the superhuman beauty of that 
garden, surrounded by the sky, loneliness, miraculousness, 
where from time to time a flock of large marsh birds flies 
through. Like an express night train; the flutter of their wings 
is heard. I close my eyes before that beauty. It is the blink of a 
giant, because when I open my eyes the ideal perspective of 
the world is broken. The landscape is less spacious and less 
indeterminate. I can hear Johnny Cash singing about forty 
nights and forty days of rain. All the rocks of the continent 
are now mud. The life will eat me and I won't even feel it. I 
should escape, run through the water. This night is mocking 
me to my face. This wasteland is prophetic. Run. Run. Run 
you faggot, I tell myself. 

At the end of the dream there is always salvation. 

For the second time I can make out your shadow. 

I am not dreaming. 

Don't let my desire scare you. When you dream about 
lust, the awakening is always sadness. I want to share it with 
you. I am not talking to a wall. I know you're there. Maybe 
you are more irrational than a native guide who knows the 
road well and never gets lost, and maybe you're not larger 
than my desire, but you're there and it's a risk I'm willing to 
take. I will confess to you, I am nurturing the feeling like a 
flower. I am observing you, as I would observe the way in 
which a lily grows on a window ledge, growing imperceptibly 
day by day, becoming thinner at the top, threatening to 
blossom or to stay always hidden in the bud. Not the flower, 
but the feeling. The feeling like a flower. The feeling in a 
flower. I am shaping and nurturing it only in relation to you. 
Without you, I myself don't believe that such an unfounded 
feeling can be so complete, so indescribably thorough. The 
unfoundedness of my feeling towards you, and for which you 
have no reason to take the blame in the least. Because it is 
not your fault. Please, believe me about that. Because, who 
could think, looking at you and knowing how I think about 
you and how I expect your arrival, that I hate you. That I hate 
you for no reason, and that I am not doing that on purpose. 
Because, there is not a single open or hidden intention with 
which or because of which I would hate you. I don't hate you 
for a reason, but for what you are. I hate you because you are 
there somewhere. I can't see you, but I know you are there, 
and in honor of our common inherited panic, I hate you as I 
have never hated anyone before. Without a reason. There is 
no other feeling, other action, other way. Only if I understand 
you as an enemy, only then there is a chance we may never 
meet and bite each other's necks. Only if I hate you without 


seeing you, can we be saved too. Because if we start to talk it 
could happen that at the beginning of the conversation we 
won't be sure whether we are friends or something else. It's 
too big of a risk. Hatred without a reason is less crude, but 
the fact that it has no reason does not give you the right to 
think that I want to give you a possibility. Any possibility, 
because of all the previous near misses. The unfoundedness 
does not hide a good intention, nor is the hatred less bloody. 

I just want to approach you. I am certain I've met you some 
time before. You were far enough away so I can't say I was 
too close to you. I could remember precisely the time and 
place when I saw you but you won't remember. Because, 
although I was looking at you, you were not looking at me. If 
you had been, you would have known that I was looking at 
you. If you had only looked, everything would have been 
different. As it is, there is nothing left to do but close my eyes 
and wait until you disappear when the time comes for it. I'm 
sorry. It's just the panic that I feel before I close my eyes, 
because every time I close my eyes, I can hear you call the 
animal by whistling. I can hear you clap your hands to entice 
it to listen to your gesture, so that by baby-talking to the 
animal, you can come closer to me. 

For the third time I can make out your shadow. 

Maybe I am wrong because imagining images 
presupposes mistakes. Even those images which you think 
you will never forget and which will always be present in 
your memory up to the smallest detail. Maybe that is a 
mistake. Maybe it's not like that. I don't know. Maybe the 
irreversible disappearance of images causes panic which we 
have so far believed to have been inherited. Panic about 
being unnoticeable. Panic about not knowing anything about 
you. Is the spot you are standing in a regular place where you 
can be seen? Panic that I will never find out what your voice 
is like but that I will always know that one of the voices is 
yours because I have dedicated more attention to you than 
people dedicate to each other, and now I can hear you even 
when you are not there and when you are not doing 
anything, which is again enough to be sure that you are there 
somewhere and that I hate you. I don't know anything about 
you. But if my feeling is unfounded, because there is no 
reason for me or anybody else to design your destruction, 
then it is not necessary for me to know anything about you. I 
have known all day today that you would come. And I was 
right. I still can't see you but I can make you out, and I am 
giving you as a gift the story about the dream as a metaphor 
of hatred, and hatred as a warning. Don't be afraid of your 
own dreams or underestimate the hatred because of that. 
And don't think that this is all a misty and painfully present 
longing stemming from the inability to stand close or too 
close to you. In equal measure, you don't know anything 
about me. For starters, the hatred should be just enough for 
you. I'll set off toward you because cruising, regardless of the 
risk, maintains a pleasant flow of air. 
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Because of the disgusting smell the night turns into real 
torture. 

While waiting, I am pointlessly trying to describe the 
meeting place. A dumb silence as opposed to screams of 
happiness breaking between the trees. There are more men 
dancing in the darkness over there. I can hear their cruising, 
like the soft buzzing of bugs in a love ritual. Careless gun 
shots are aimed towards the sky overfilled with birds. The 
shots that my own brain fires in the absence of a beautiful 
approaching illusion. This moment I could swear on 
ANYTHING I despised in the safety of my own room. Swear 
about the things luring you to tie them up in an oath and 
look a fool. But, yes, I swear that I would love you if you 
would happen to come here and pretend that your arrival is 
accidental just as this place in the sum total of places is 
accidental, just as our courage would be accidental in a story 
in which we leave this place together. Embracing. 

For the fourth time I can make out your shadow and I'm 
fantasizing about our happiness. 

I am so endlessly ashamed. The lust becomes wild as an 
animal in my skin. It is rearing its head in its too small world. 
I'm calming it down. Every tamed beast is just a beast after 
all. 

I can hear the train approaching. The ground is shaking 
like a body in a fever. Listen to the piece of advice which 
applies to both of us. Be still until the train has passed. Can 
you hear it? If you listen to me and stay still, every lit window 
of each carriage will throw a rectangle of light onto our 
faces. Do us both a favor, and we'll be able to see the dawn 
somewhere else. Alone. Or together. You can hear it. Breathe 
in, show your male chest. 

I can see you. 

You are shifting weight from one foot to the other. 
You're young. Be patient. The greatest virtue is being patient, 
said somebody whom I used to trust, and today I can't 
remember his name. Or face. Or arse. But I have remained 
humbly patient. And in patience, my truths are nothing more 
than words. And they always come in pairs. This moment, 
one of my legs is fear, the other one lust. I feel an irresistible 
desire in them, like electricity or a cramp. I have never been 
closer to the ground. No single desire of mine has ever been 
greater. No single fear has made me shit myself. But when I 
finally take the step, it will be a step of lust, the most 
shameful thing I will ever allow myself. Lust pure as vodka. 

When I take the step, it will be as meticulous as if I am 
walking for the first time. A first step at the end of all the 
steps I have taken. A seven-mile step. A masculine step. 

When I step forward, it will be a man's step without reserve. 
Head turned to the left. Eyes directed at everything that 
passes by. Shirt buttoned down. Fists clenched. Leg bent and 
pushing against the ground. And further, I will land in a step, 
legs apart like a wrestler. Legs together in the soldier's 
posture. On all fours like a dog. 


Look at me. 

Arms spread out to reveal joy. My step is light. It is 
repeated like a desire. No stopping. No looking back. The 
pace becomes quicker. The music I can hear gets louder. The 
birds more nervous. Maybe the only way to purgatory is by 
dancing. Three-quarter time. I repeat the step until I feel the 
freedom in my own legs. I look on the bright side of the thing 
and I repeat the step in the rhythm of departure. I turn back. 

I show my back. My hand gives me away. I am squeezing the 
desire in my fist so it doesn't fly off. I show my face. My eye 
gives me away. It is shining. The tear is just a comment on 
the illusion. In this world of eternal light, our shadows got 
lost a long time ago. Somehow, the desire finds its way. I turn 
back, I show my back. 

A step. 

I am walking. 

The steps are either too big or too small for the path. I 
am trying to find a bearable measure for the world. I am 
warming up. I am looking for a rhythm. Three-quarter time 
slowly becomes a fugue. Can you dance a fugue? My body is 
tense as before a battle. Is any form acceptable? One two 
three. Two, two, three. Three, two, three. The animal is 
following my rhythm. It contracts together with my muscles. 
It licks the sweat going down my leg. The animal wants 
more. It is spinning around. Biting its own tail. I am following 
its step, surrendered to its will. Of this entire performance, 
nothing belongs to me. While waiting, the world has never 
been more beautiful. Litter solemnity. My dance is like a 
game. With every new step I'm dodging a bullet. Or a swear 
word. Or fear. I'm letting your gaze find me. 

I am dancing. 

I am seducing your shadow. Do you recognize the 
animal on my leg? Come closer and extend the outer side of 
your hand. That way it won't be scared. You can approach it 
like you would approach a dog if I had taken it for a walk by 
some chance. Approaching a dog is a good way to approach 
the owner. If the will of the dog is the same as the will of the 
owner. But I don't have a dog. All I possess is a piece of living 
skin. You can baby-talk to it. You can touch it with your hand. 
I am used to it being baby-talked to and touched by hand. It 
has to be enough for happiness. I follow the rhythm the body 
is itself producing. 

I am walking. 

I am completely close to your shadow. If this was a 
game of conquering, my victory would be highly likely. But 
nothing can be won here. Except time. Which would be an 
invaluable gain if I knew what to do with time. You're 
stubborn. Hidden in the dark. But nervousness reveals your 
youth. We can't fail. Because when we use all the possibilities, 
we can still be father and son. I'll be the father and you the 
son. Or the other way round. When you discover your 
intentions, desires and roles, I'll know who the father is and 
who the son. You can leave, or I can withdraw. Just give a sign 
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so we understand each other. The part of you I can make out The happiest point in the world, 

is a beautiful apparition. You're a hunter. A boy in a T-shirt I am approaching, 

with the number twenty-one on the back. Is that your age? 

Or your desire? A wet apparition. A sweat mark on your back. Hey Johnny, one day they'll make a movie about you. 

Did you run here in fear that I might leave and you'll never 
find me again. Calm down. Breathe deeply. 

You are an irresistible natural occurrence which cannot 
be calmed even by a dream. 

Your young honor is all you have. I don't dare say 
innocence so I say honor as if it's about a prince. Your 
attention is innocent, although your intentions are mortal. 

This does not make your courage less valuable. You are just 
accidentally you. Completely accidentally here. And your 
desire will be less painful if I say that you're making me 
happy. You bring hope. I know that. I am sure about it like I've 
never been sure about anything before. If there was a 
smallest indication of divine providence, our meeting would 
turn into a near miss. Somebody would be saved once more. 

It's too late for near misses now. Another prank for the 
Father. Something made you put on the polyester top which 
sparkles like a whore's cloak. You're shining in the darkness 
like a firefly. I'll never be certain about your desire. If I 
continue to dance, the desire to be certain will disappear like 
ice. All that will remain will be scars of near misses. 

I am dancing. 

I am suggesting we take a step further. To reach a 
consensus. Like we're part of the same scene. All we need is 
already here. The garden. The night. The time of duration. 

We're alone. Miles away from us people are happy, and we 
are not in any danger. Nobody will mock your desire. There is 
nobody here but the two of us. Ideal conditions are always 
just a wish. Be helpful to me. Everything around us is an 
imagined pastoral. We are so close to each other, as if we 
have always known each other. We approach one another in 
amazement. Our game is exaggerated. Driven to extremes. 

Now we can't stop anymore. 

I am approaching. 

There is too little time and too many desires. I am 
threading them into a rosary. I have never known when to 
stop. I feel that my longing is becoming smaller with every 
step. I am salivating like a dog when it smells blood. But this 
pastoral can't stand blood. 

I am coming closer to you. 

I'd call you by your name, so that everything we have 
missed would look less tragic. If we are still able to feel the 
tragic. I don't know your name. Let it stay like that. I can see 
you shift your weight from one foot to the other. Like a 
boxer. You can only be the son. You are seducing. 

Of the two of us, one is still the bigger coward. I am 
exposing myself to the risk that it's me. But I won't leave 
with my head bent down. 

This is the meeting place. 



158 


Jasna Zmak odgovara, 

pita Goran Fercec 


Frakcija #56/57 

Dramsko pismo oo 


f Jasna 
Zmak 

odgovara, 
oita Goran 
Fercec 


S vjestan cinjenice nedostatka prostora za kolicinu teksta 
koju smo imali namjeru urediti u ovom broju Frakcije 
(koja je uvijek pomalo nelogicna s obzirom da sugerira 
postojanje "nekog" teksta vrijednog objavljivanja koji u 
svakodnevici i svijetu oko nas nekako uvijek nedostaje?!), 
a uvjeren da je u samoj prirodi pitanja ciklicnost, odnosno 
da ce ti sva moguca pitanja koja ti ja ne postavim sada 
postaviti netko drugi u vremenu koje dolazi, odlucio sam 
sva moguca pitanja svesti na jedno: ako demistificiramo pisanje kao takvo i 
oslobodimo ga intimnih imperativa poput potrebe i zelje, tko si onda ti kao 
(dramska) spisateljica i sto je onda (dramsko) pisanje? 

Tijekom nasih razgovora o ovom broju Frakcije rekao si jednu sjajnu recenicu. 
Rekao si daje govoriti o domacem dramskom pismu isto kao i govoriti o 
domacim brodogradilistima. Kad mi ukines intimno, to je prvo sto mi pada 
napamet: brodogradiliste kao metafora sustavnog propadanja. Napustene 
hale, financijski problemi, nezadovoljni radnici, nebriga nadredenih struktura, 
neuspjesni pokusaji spasavanja, hrda, obecanja svjetlije buducnosti i sjecanja 
na neka bolja vremena... a za brodove nitko ne pita i nije sigurno kada su 
posljednji put uopce videni. 

Odatle, uostalom, i ovaj broj Frakcije, vise kao showcase tih "brodova", 
boat show, jer ipak smo ih vidjeli, oni dakle postoje, ali rijetko se tko vozi 
njima. Nisam zapravo sigurna koliko daleko ta metafora moze id, i vjerujem 
da u jednom trenutku pocinje pucati... jer, na kraju krajeva, jedno je industrija, 
a drugo je umjetnost, barem tako volimo misliti... Ali ako cemo ju svejedno 
istjerivati do kraja, preostaje mi jos u toj metafori pronad mjesto za sebe. 
lako sam iz Pule, sebe ne vidim kao Uljanik, vec vise kao malu manufakturu na 
nekom napustenom otocicu na srednjem ili juznom Mediteranu, gdje se 
brodovi rade mjesecima, mozda cak i godinama, i to vise iz gusta nego za 
druge svrhe. Mozda to cak i nije prava manufaktura, vec samo jedno malo 
dijete koje na podu svoje sobe gradi svoje male imaginarne brodove u nekom 
brodilistu za koje nitko ne zna... i tako sam ipak zapala u intimno koje si mi 
zabranio. 

Mozda ovdje moze pomoci jedna recenica koja mi sada pada napamet i 
koju jako volim: pisanjem uspostavljam sebe u odnosu na svijet. Nisam naime 
sigurna zasto bi pisanje trebalo osloboditi od tih intimnih imperativa, potrebe 
i zelje. Nisam sigurna niti da ti to znas. Sigurna sam, zapravo, daje to bilo trik 
pitanje. I ne znam uopce kako se to cini. Ili, radije, sto onda ostaje od pisanja, 
jednom kada iz njega nestane potrebe i zelje. Da li je to onda uopce pisanje, 
ako nema potrebe za njime, ako nema zelje? Ili je to onda mozda ipak 
tipkanje, kako ti volis reci? Jer vjerujem da imperativ koji spominjes ovdje nije 
negativan, pejorativan, on je nuzno ishodiste, tocka izvorista: pisanjem u 
jednom trenutku pocinjes uspostavljati svijet u odnosu na sebe. I ti tad 
postajes manje bitan. 

Padaju mi sada napamet Virginia Woolf i nezavisna plesna scena, 
zajedno. Njena vlastita soba i njihova zajednicka borba, rijec koja ih povezuje 
medusobno i s nama kao dramskim piscima i kao urednicima ovog broja - 
prostor, doslovni fizicki prostor, ili radije nedostatak istoga. Prostor kao 
metafora vidljivosti. To je uostalom misao kojom zapocinjes svoje pitanje. To 
je, recimo, jedan primjer gdje usporedba s brodovima puca, jer brodovi su 
veliki, ogromni, u Puli dominiraju vizurom grada, vidis ih sa svakog brda, a 
drame... 
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I Woolfica i plesaci vise su se bavili prostorima za rad, mjestima gdje se 
proizvodi, brodogradilistima. Kod dramskog pisma problem vise nije toliko u 
sobama (osim, recimo, u velicini nase dramaturske sobice na Akademiji 
dramske umjetnosti), one postoje, alije problem u izlazenju iztih soba. 
Problem je u vanjskim prostorima. Ja inace mrzim metafore, ali mislim da 
mozda bas tu nastaje greska - tu gdje pismo uvijek nekako pretegne nad 
onim dramskim koje ide uz njega. Cak i kod tebe, dramskoje u zagradama, 
pismo je izvan njih. Zato vise volim sintagmu pismo (za izvedbu). Sad se salim, 
ali... Problem je u tome da to pismo nastaje daleko od tog dramskog, iako 
navodno nastaje bas zbog njega. Da se vratim onoj metafori - problem 
nastaje kad ja kazem da sam malo dijete koje gradi imaginarne brodove na 
podu svoje sobe. To je pisanje koje ostaje na razini potrebe i zelje, a to nije 
dovoljno. 

Zanimljivo mi je zato vidjeti dokle je dosla plesna scena, a dokle smo 
dosli mi. Pisati, ocito, nije dovoljno. Oni su shvatili da plesati sigurno nije. Zato 
nas nema, zato njih ima. 
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Translated from the Croatian 
by Marina Miladinov 


A ware of the fact that we don't have enough space for 
the amount of text that we intended to include in this 
issue of Frakcija (which always seems somewhat 
illogical, since there is always "a text" worth publishing 
that is somehow missing in our everyday life and 
surroundings?!), yet convinced that all questions are 
cyclic by nature - that all questions I might omit now 
will be asked by someone else in the future - I've 
decided to reduce all those possible questions to one: if we demystify 
writing as such and liberate it from intimate imperatives such as need or 
desire, who are you then as a (play)writer author and what is (play) writing in 
that case? 

In the course of our conversations about this issue of Frakcija, you said 
something wonderful. You said that speaking of our local playwritiing is like 
speaking of local shipyards. So that, once you abolish intimacy, the first thing 
that comes to my mind is shipyard as a metaphor for systematic decay. 
Abandoned halls, financial problems, dissatisfied workers, irresponsible 
administration, unsuccessful restoration attempts, rust, promises of a 
brighter future, and memories of a better past... and no one cares about the 
ships, who knows if any has even been seen recently. 

So after all, this issue of Frakcija is rather like a showcase of these 
"ships", like a boat show, for we have seen them, therefore they exist, but it is 
only rarely that anyone travels on them. I am not really sure how we can take 
this metaphor, I believe that it will begin to crack at some point... after all, 
industry is one thing and art is something completely different, at least we 
like imagining it that way... but if we develop the metaphor even further, the 
only thing left is to find a place for myself in it... even though I come from 
Pula, I don't see myself as a sort of Uljanik 01 Shipyard; instead, I am like a 
small manufacture on some abandoned island in central or southern 
Mediterranean, where ships are built for months, perhaps even for years, but 
out of pleasure rather than anything else... it might not even be a real 
manufacture; perhaps it is just a small child sitting on the floor in its room 
and building its small, imaginary ships in a shipyard that nobody knows... and 
thus I have fallen back into the intimate sphere that you banned. 

What might be of help here is another sentence that occurs to me, and 
that I like very much: by writing, I establish myself in relation to the world. I 
am not really sure why writing should free me from those imperatives of 
intimacy, from need and desire. I am not sure whether you know it yourself. 

In fact, I am quite sure that it was a trick question. And I wouldn't even know 
how to do that. Or rather, what is it that remains of writing once you've 
taken away the need and desire? Is it still writing at all if there is no need of 
it, no desire? Or perhaps it is mere typing, as you like to say? Because I believe 
that the imperative that you are talking about is not negative or pejorative 
here; it is a necessary starting point, a point of origin... when writing, at a 
certain moment you begin to establish the world in relation to yourself. And 
then you become less important. 

What comes to my mind now is Virginia Woolf and Croatian 
independent dance scene. Together, yes. Her private room and their joint 
struggle. And the word that connects them, both to each other and to us as 
playwrights and editors of this issue - space. Quite literally, the physical 
space or the lack of it. Space as a metaphor of visibility. That was, after all, 


or One of the largest shipyards in Croatia. 
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the idea with which you started your question. And that might be an 
example where the comparison with ship cracks, since ships are large, they 
are huge, in Pula they dominate the view of the city, you can see them from 
any hill around it... and drama... 

Both Woolf and the dancers were more into the working spaces, places 
where you produce things, like shipyards. In playwriting, the problem is not 
really the rooms (except for the size of our dramaturgy room at Academy of 
Dramatic Art, for example), they are there, but the problem is how to come 
out of them. The problem is in the exteriors. Normally I hate metaphors, but... 
I think that precisely that might be the point of error - where the writing 
somehow always prevails over the play that goes with it. Even with you the 
play remains in parentheses, while the writing is outside. That is why I prefer 
the expression writing (for performance). I am joking now, but still... The 
problem lies in the fact that the writing emerges far from the play, even 
though it is supposed to emerge precisely because if it. Let me turn back to 
that metaphor - there is a problem if I say that I am a small child building 
imaginary ships while sitting on the floor of my room. That is the sort of 
writing that remains on the level of need and desire, and that's not enough, I 
think. 

That is why I find it interesting to see how far the dance scene has 
come, and how far we have come. Obviously, writing is not enough. They 
have realized that dancing certainly isn't. That's why they are present and we 
are not. 
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I. 

pregnantnom eseju, naslova Sto i 
kako obmotati? (1990), Bora se 
Cosic pozabavio osebujnom pro- 
blematikom koju bi se, uz mali 
stilisticki kredit, moglo okarakteri- 
zirati svojevrsnom fenomenolo- 
gijom kuverte. Konacna dijagnoza 
(kao bonus medikalizaciji diskursa, 
netom prije autor uspostavlja analogiju kirurgije i otvaranja 
pisma nozem) glasi: "[kuverta je] papirnata inhibicija, gest 
frustracije na nivou hartijinom"(22). O frustracijama, 
rezanjima, znanostima, pisanju, pismima i njihovim 
kuvertama ima se govoriti, tj. pisati, jednom kad nalog, 
naslova Dramsko pismo 00, pristigne. A nalog je stigao. 

I upakiran je kuvertom, s dvostrukim lijepkom: prvi je 
redak kronoloski horizont, drugi je tematski. Baratanje kon- 
ceptom kuverte, povrh notorno banalnog prigodnicarenja uz 
uvodne redke, dobiva nesto konkretniji smisao u samom gore 
navedenom citatu, najmanje dvostrukom specifikacijom. Prvo, 
dvostruka omedenost teme izaziva inicijalnu frustraciju u 
pristupu materiji, i drugo, frustracija se ocituje "na nivou harti- 
jinom", tj. u refleksiji o pismu sasvim specificne vrste - 
dramske. 


Kronoloski horizont podrazumijeva linearnost (barem u 
zapadnoeuropskom kulturnom krugu bazdarenom krscan- 
skom eshatologijom), a njome i stanovitu kauzalnost. U tom 
smislu, odabrani vremenski odvojak, pored tradicionalno 
magijske fascinacije dekadskom zaokruzenoscu, poprilicno 
direktno suzuje vizuru. Naime, potrebno je osvrnuti se na 
period koji slijedi iza devedesetih, a to znaci u najmanju ruku 
odrediti se prema prethodnom razdoblju, uspostaviti 
poveznice, prepoznati odmake, detektirati stilske, tematske 
ili formalne tendencije i u konacnici pruziti, po mogucnosti 
sinteticki uvid svih navedenih aspekata koji bi imao biti 
portret umjetnickog fenomena (u mladosti). Ova stilizacija 
nije tek referencijska doskocica, vec supstancijalna opaska o 
josjednoj vremenskoj dimenziji odabira. Naime, svi selektirani 
autori/ce mlade su generacije, s jedva pokojim vec objavlje- 
nim tekstom (no ne i tome dosljedno skromnim iskustvom 
uprizorenja vlastitih tekstova). To pak podrazumijeva da je 
uglavnom nemoguce racunati na postojanje profiliranog 
individualnog autorskog korpusa koji bi bio prvi referencijalni 
okvir analize. Buduci da su ova dva vremenska aspekta, kao 
neminovnost nekakve vremenske smjestenosti, tj. 
kontinuiteta i empirijskog nepostojanja materijala koji bi 
figurirao unutarokvira ikakvog kontinuiteta, u koliziji, 
baratanje materijalom koji se ipak tu smjestio neminovno 
generira frustraciju. 
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Puno veca trvenja izaziva drugi sloj "Ijepila" koji kuvertu 
finalno ucvrscuje, a pristup kojemu omogucuje samo noz - 
kao alat namijenjen upravo tome. Upravo se o primjerenosti 
alata radi i u pristupu odabranim tekstovima. Ako su nulte 
godine tek samorazumljivi sljednik devedesetih, a ove pak 
osamdesetih (i tim principom unedogled), i ako se u 
prethodnim periodima baratalo dramskim pismom te tome 
shodno i (u najsirem smislu) teatroloskim pristupima takvom 
pismu na nekakav koherentan nacin, iz te cinjenice 
neminovno proizlazi da je zadatak koji ovdje predstoji 
naprosto samorazumljiv: treba posegnuti za dramskim 
pismom, eventualno minucioznije precizirati vremenski 
odjeljak i prionuti poslu. 

II. 

Svaki, pa i moguce intencionalno heterodoksan, pristup mora 
predmetnuti mu materijal zahvatiti donekle u 
gorenaznacenim granicama. Uvjetno receno, pozitivisticka 
rekapitulacija autora, djela, glavnih poetickih obiljezja mora 
figurirati kao pocetna instanca analize. Na tom fonu, u 
Frakcijinom tematu (br. 16/2000), posvecenom dramskom 
pismu devedesetih, Blazevic skrupuloznom iscrpnoscu 
registrira bitna esteticka, stilska, strukturna obiljezja 
odabranih tekstova. I kao analiticku matricu artikulira 
"aparat" od desetak dominantnih kategorija, mahom 
postmodernisticke poeticke provenijencije (intertekstualnost, 
intermedijalnost, dekonstrukcijska montaza, metanarativne 
manipulacije prostorom i vremenom, fragmentirana naracija, 
autoreferencijalnost izraza...). 

Instancu temporalne frustracije koja se javlja u pristupu 
pismu 00 moguce je locirati vec ovdje. Naime, svi tekstovi koji 
su ovdje odabrani dijele neke ili cak i vecinu obiljezja koja su 
prisutna i u dramskom pismu 90-ih. Znaci li to, imajuci na 
umu gore izlozene probleme temporalizacije, da se nije 
dogodio nikakav napredak, ili da je suvisak formalnih ili 
sadrzajnih osobitosti nultih godina zasad zanemariv, iz cega 
onda proizlazi i obesmisljenost samog temata u zadanim 
okvirima? Ako tome nije tako, ako, dakle, vremenski slijed 


sam po sebi ne jamci autonomiju, u konacnici arbitrarno 
zaokruzene, estetske cjeline, predstoji pokazati na koji se 
nacin iz same selekcije nulte mogu legitimirati. Drugim 
rijecima, a slijedeci ranije naznacenu interpretativnu zadacu, 
mora se posegnuti za inherentnim vrijednostima pojedinih 
djela koja su ih kvalificirala za uvrstenje u ovaj urednicki 
odabir. Time se rakurs, dakako, s historicistickog ili 
sistematickog registra "spusta" u davno vec zapostavljenu, 
navodno prevazidenu koncepciju esteticke autonomije. 

Uvodeci u jednu raspravu bitno drugacije naravi Zuppa 
(2004:9) postulira u ovom kontekstu iznimno relevantno 
polaziste:"(...) teatar na kraju dvadesetog stoljeca 'ostaje 
nesto' za koje se moze red da mu je kulturni utjecajjaci od 
umjetnickog ugleda". Ako vremensku specifikaciju uzmemo 
unekoliko labavije i socijalnu dimenziju ugleda modificiramo 
u (anakronu?) kategoriju estetske vrijednosti, dobijamo 
poprilicno preciznu dijagnostiku koja ujos vecoj mjeri vrijedi 
za kriticku refleksiju o teatru. U sklopu sire, zeitgeistovske 
inklinacije tumacenja umjetnosti svime dostupnim osim 
parametrima tog polja (tendencija koju Bloom/ig94/ naziva 
skolom ressentimenta ), temeljna potka pristupa teatru 
svojevrsni je historicisticki kulturalizam, u rasponu od 
vulgarne inacice historijsko-materijalisticke perspektive, 
preko kognitivizma, do bezbroj identitetarnih partikularizama 
(rasnih, rodnih, etnickih, lifestyleskih itd.). Unutar takvih je 
konceptualnih okvira analiticka zadaca jednostavna: treba 
pronaci odlucnu determinantu, ili niz njih, te iz toga 
silogistickom pravocrtnoscu izvuci zakljucako bitnim 
obiljezjima epoha, stilskih razdoblja, poetika, u konacnici i 
pojedinih djela. lako je, po mom sudu, takav pristup 
konstitutivno promasen, u susretu s ovdje odabranim 
materijalom pokazuje se i potpuno neoperabilnim. 

III. 

Kako bih takvu konstataciju osnazio povrh iskaza vlastitog 
sentimenta, posegnut cu za Bloomovom konceptualizacijom 
kanona, odnosno strukturnom organizacijom knjizevnog 
polja kao umjetnickog polja. Za razliku od sirokog dispozitiva 


U sklopu size, zeitgeistovske inklinacije tumacenja 
umjetnosti svime dostupnim osim paiametiima tog polja, 
temeljna potka piistupa teatiu svojevisni je histoiicisticki 
kultuializam, u zasponu od vulgaine inacice histoiijsko- 
mateiijalisticke peispektive, preko kognitivizma, do bezbroj 
identitetarnih partikularizama. 
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heteronomnih generatora umjetnicke vrijednosti, koje Bloom 
pejorativno denotira kao skole ressentimenta, po njemu, 
inherentni moment koji neko djelo svrstava u umjetnicki 
kanon njegova je cudnovatost, kao konkretni modus 
originalnosti koji se ili ne moze asimilirati u mainstream, ili 
nas, kao citatelje, toliko asimilira, da prestajemo uopce 
primjecivati toliku zacudnost (1994:3). Kolikogod ovakva 
specifikacija bila analiticki labava, ona je bitno imanentisticka 
i omogucuje vrednovanje djela bez relacija s knjizevnosti 
izvanjskim faktorima. 

Posebnu relevantnost takve vizure moze se zamijetiti 
pri suocenju s odabranim tekstovima i to iz najmanje dva 
razloga. Prvo, buduci da je ovu selekciju izvela sistemski- 
proceduralno ovjerena institucija (urednistvo casopisa koje 
cine profesionalni dramaturzi i teatrolozi) ishod te selekcije 
nuzno ce ubuduce figurirati kao kanonski. Nadalje, ako 
uzmemo u obzir prije spomenutu diferenciranost produkcije 
nultih, koja se po formalnim i sadrzajnim osobitostima vecim 
dijelom podudara s onom devedesetih, prisiljeni smo iznaci 
onu differentiu specifcu koja ce cijeli projekt ovako 
specificiranog temata legitimirati povrh puke cinjenice 
faktografske biljeske o necemu u nekom omedenom 
vremenskom periodu. 

U svim odabranim dramama, povrh navedenih 
formalnih i supstancijalnih osobitosti bastinjenih iz 
devedesetih ili pak citave kulturne povijesti, postojano se 
javlja specificno oblikotvorno obiljezje koje oscilira u 
pojedinim artikulacijama, ali je zamjetno i u konvencional- 
nijim narativnim ili formalnim rjesenjima, primjerice 
Saricinom Neboderu, kao i u najradikalnijim tekstovima koji 
svojom izvedbom dovode u pitanje i samu selektorsku odluku 
za uvrstenjem ili uvrijezeno knjizevno-rodno distingviranje, 
npr. Fercecovom Kruzenju. Ono je prvenstveno metodoloske 
prirode i moglo bi se okvirno oznaciti kao metodologija 
derivacije. Derivacije stoga sto se iskazuje na bazi stanovitog 
strukturalnog apriorija, poetickog generatora kojije 
konstituiran na odmaku. Konkretno, to znaci da je prije svih 
individualnih poetika, mogucih tematskih ili formalnih 
preferencija u artikulaciji teksta, autorska instanca 
sukonstituirana esencijalnom nuzdom odmaka - od 


nacionalne, historijske, knjizevno-rodne, itd. bastine. Drugim 
rijecima, odmakje svojevrsni arhe, stvaralacko ishodiste 
odabranih djela. Bloom naglasava kako je temeljno obiljezje 
svih velikih djela (odnosno onih koji svojim inherentnim 
svojstvima zasluzuju uvrstenje u kanon) anksioznost, i to ne 
kao odraz socijalnih trvenja u kojima autor ili djelo stasaju, 
vec kao anksioznost zbog hotimicno "pogresnog" iscitavanja 
tradicije (1994:8). Upravo u odmicanju od tradicije, koje nije 
tek deklarativno nego konstitutivno, lezi inherentna instanca 
za vrednovanje nekog djela kanonskim. Derivacijska 
metodologija kojoj prianjaju sve ovdje odabrane autorice i 
autori ocituje se upravo u osvjestenom odmicanju od vecine 
krucijalnih tradicionalnih dramaturskih "alatki", napose 
stilistike te kompozicijske i formalne koherencije. 

Kod Saric je rijec o poetiziranju izraza, tj. sintaktickom 
podrivanju dijaloske dinamike i formalnim ujednacavanjem 
didaskalija s iskazima protagonista. Martinic u okvirima 
poetike "dobre skrojenosti" (fleksibilnije shvacene) iznenaduje 
konverzacijskim ispadima i trvenjima osobnih idiolekata 
protagonista. Tandem Tomic i Kovacic invokacijom 
apsurdisticke aktantske tenzije u kombinaciji s prodorima 
verbalizirane neuroze ikonicki obesmisljuju od smisla ionako 
potpuno lisenu praksu socijalne komunikacije. Sviben 
motivskim inovacijama (odredivanje "cinova" frazama 
uvrijezenih racunalnih jezika) pridruzuje profilaciju likova koji 
djeluju poput derivacija samih racunalnih algoritama. Zulj i 
Klepica radikalizaciju dekompozicije klasicne narativne 
strukture, kao i gotovo eruditsku intertekstualnost osnazuju i 
prozimanjem iskaza likova diskursom primjerenijim 
manifestu, nego tradicionalnoj dramskoj dikciji, sto dakako 
bitno izmjesta te restrukturira recepcijski horizont pristupa 
dramskom pismu. Na kraju, Fercec poseze za 
najdalekoseznijim odmakom od formalnih, ali i stilskih te 
kompozicijskih parametara dramskog pisma. Njegov je 
"monolog za dva izvodaca" poetizirana proza 
autorefleksivnog tipa i figurira kao tekst namijenjen izvedbi 
kojije toliko otvorene strukture da se jedino posezanjem za 
aktantskim modelom moze legitimirati dramskim. 



O zadatku, kanonskom 

Goran Pavlic 


Frakcija #56/57 

Playwriting oo 



Kako podsjeca Derrida u svojoj Arhivskoj groznici (1995) 
arhe etimoloski podrazumijeva i ishodiste i autoritet/moc/ 
zakon. Utoliko arhiv nije tek prostor pohrane, nego i mjesto 
institucionalne legitimacije onog sto se pripusti u arhiv. 
Pripusteni niz tekstovajednom ovjekovjecen u izdanju 
proceduralno i statusno ovjerene institucije (casopisa) 
logikom strukturalne smjestenosti u umjetnickom polju 
fundirat ce materijalnu bazu, konkretno referentno mjesto 
kanona. A dinamikom ce se tog polja, sa svim anksioznostima 
i trvenjima medu preostalim pretendentima za kanon, kao i 
neminovnim utjecajem paraumjetnickih faktora, u nekoj 
sljedecoj inventuri profilirati kanon u definitivnom, 
estetickom obrisu. Tada ce i aktualni arhivarski napor 
zavrijediti historijsku (pr)ovjeru. 


reference: 

Blazevic, M. (2000). "How to Kill a Ruler? Croatian 
Theatre in the Nineties". Frakcija, 16, 6-16. 

Bloom, H. (1994). The Western Canon. New York, San 
Diego, London: Harcourt Brace & Company. 

Cosic, B. (1990). Sadrzaj/Kazalo. Zagreb: Zora. 

Derrida, J. (1995). Archive Fever. Chicago & London: The 
University of Chicago Press. 

Zuppa, V. (2004). Teatar kao ajoAij. Zagreb: 
Antibarbarus. 


Prije svih individualnih poetika, mogucih tematskih ili 
foimalnih piefeiencija u axtikulaciji teksta, autoiska 
instanca sukonstituiiana esencijalnom nuzdom odmaka — od 
nacionalne, histoiijske, knjizevno-iodne , itd. bastine. 
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On the Task, 
Canonical 

Coran Pavlic 

Translated from the Croatian by Marina Miladinov 


I 

n his seminal essay on What Should Be Enveloped 
and How? (1990), Bora Cosic has dealt with a 
specific issue that might be characterized, with a 
small stylistic bonus, as a sort of phenomenology of 
the envelope. The final diagnosis (as a bonus to 
medicalizing the discourse, since the author first 
establishes the analogy between surgery and 
opening a letter with a paper knife) is the following: 
"[an envelope is] a paper-like inhibition, a gesture of 
frustration on the paper's level."(22) There is a lot to be said, 
i.e. written on frustrations, cuttings, sciences, writing, scripts, 
and their envelopes, once the commission entitled 
Playwriting 00 arrives. And it has arrived. 

And it is packed in an envelope, fixed with double glue: 
the first line is a chronological horizon, the second - a 
thematic one. Using envelope as a concept, besides the 
notoriously banal introductory lines appropriate for the 
purpose, acquires a somewhat more concrete sense in the 
abovementioned quotation, with at least two layers of 
specification. Firstly, the double limitation of the subject 
causes an initial frustration while approaching the matter; 
secondly, that frustration is manifested "on the paper's level", 


that is, in reflecting upon writing of a very specific type - 
playwriting. 

A chronological horizon presupposes linearity (at least 
in the Western-European sphere, stamped with Christian 
eschatology) and thereby a sort of causality. In that sense, 
the chosen segment of time, besides the traditionally 
magical fascination with the roundedness of the decade, 
narrows down our viewpoint rather directly. For it is 
necessary to reflect upon a period of time following the 
1990s, which at least means defining oneself with respect to 
the preceding era, establishing the links, acknowledging the 
detachments, detecting the stylistic, thematic, or formal 
tendencies, and eventually offering, if possible, a synthetic 
overview of all these aspects that would paint a portrait of 
an artistic phenomenon (as a young one). This stylization is 
not merely an essay in referential wit, but a substantial 
remark on yet another temporal dimension of our selection. 
Namely, all the selected authors belong to a younger 
generation, with hardly a published text or two (although 
their experience in staging their own text is far greater than 
that), which again implies that it is largely impossible to 
count on the existence of a highly-profiled opus that would 
serve as the primary referential framework in our analysis. 
Since these two temporal aspects, as the inevitability of a 
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temporal anchorage, i.e. the continuity and the empirical 
absence of some material that would function within the 
framework of any continuity, are in collision, dealing with the 
material that is here after all inevitably generates frustration. 

A far greater tension is caused by the second layer of 
"glue" that finally fixes the envelope, so that the only way of 
approaching the content is by using a letter knife - as a tool 
that is intended precisely for that purpose. It is the adequacy 
of the tool that features highly in our approach to the 
selected texts. If the 2000s naturally follow the 1990s and 
these the ig8os (and the series can be continued endlessly 
according to the same principle), and if the preceding periods 
also dealt with the playwriting and accordingly with various 
theatrological approaches to that writing (in the widest 
sense) in some sort of coherent way, then it inevitably 
follows that the task before us is actually self-understand- 
able: one should reach for playwriting, perhaps define the 
temporal segment more precisely, and set to work on it. 

II 

Every approach, even if intentionally heterodox, must grasp 
the available material within the preset limits, at least to 
some extent. Conditionally speaking, the positivist 
recapitulation of authors, works, and principal poetic 
features must function as the initial instance of analysis. 
Along these lines, in Frakcija's thematic issue dedicated to 
playwriting of the gos (no. 16/2000), Blazevic registered the 
crucial aesthetical, stylistic, and structural features of the 
selected texts with scrupulous exhaustiveness. And as an 
analytical matrix, he articulated an "apparatus" consisting of 
ten dominant categories, most of which originate in 
postmodernist poeticism (intertextuality, intermediality, 
deconstructive montage, meta-narrative manipulation with 
space and time, fragmented narration, self-referential 
expression, etc.). 

The instance of temporal frustration that appears in the 
approach to playwriting 00 can be located there already. 


Within a broader, Ze 
ait through anything 
parameters of the fi 
theatre is a sort of 
vulgar variant of th 
through cognitivism 
particularisms. 


Namely, all the texts selected here share some or even most 
of the features with the playwriting of the gos. Does that 
mean, taking into account the abovementioned problems of 
temporalization, that there was no progress whatsoever, or 
that the surplus of formal and thematic specificities of the 
2000s has so far remained negligible, which would imply the 
senselessness of the very issue in the given framework? And 
if not so, that is, if the temporal sequence does not in itself 
ensure the autonomy of an arbitrarily rounded aesthetic 
entity, then one should demonstrate how the 2000s can be 
legitimized on the basis of the selection as such. In other 
words, and following the interpretational task that we have 
outlined earlier on, one should reach for the inherent values 
of particular pieces that qualified them for the inclusion in 
this editorial selection. To be sure, the angle will thus be 
"lowered" from the historicist or systematic register to the 
long-forgotten and allegedly outdated concept of aesthetic 
autonomy. 

In his introduction to a debate that was essentially 
different in nature, Zuppa (2004:g) postulated a starting 
point that is exceptionally relevant for this context:"(...) at 
the end of the twentieth century, theatre 'remains 
something' for which one might say that its cultural impact is 
stronger than its artistic reputation." If we take temporal 
specification somewhat more loosely and modify the social 
dimension of reputation into an (anachronous?) category of 
aesthetic value, we will obtain a rather precise diagnosis that 
is even more valid for the critical thinking on theatre. Within 
a broader, Zeitgeist-like inclination of interpreting art 
through anything that is available except for the parameters 
of the field (a tendency that Bloom /igg4/ termed School of 
Resentment), the basic line in approaching theatre is a sort 
of historicist culturalism, ranging from a vulgar variant of the 
perspective of historical materialism through cognitivism to 
a myriad of identity-related particularisms (of race, gender, 
ethnicity, lifestyle, etc.). Within such conceptual framework, 
the analytical task is simple: one should find the crucial 
determinant, or several of them, and use straightforward 
syllogism to draw a conclusion on the main features of 


itgeist-like inclination of interpreting 
that is available except for the 
eld, the basic line in approaching 
historicist culturalism, ranging from a 
e perspective of historical materialism 
to a myriad of identity-related 
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epochs, stylistic periods, poetics, and eventually individual 
artworks. Even though, according to my opinion, this sort of 
approach is constitutively mistaken in itself, with regard to 
the material that has been selected here it also proves to be 
completely non-functional. 

Ill 

Wishing to strengthen this claim beyond the statement of 
my own sentiment, I will use Bloom's conceptualization of 
the canon, or rather the structural organization of the 
literary field as a field of art. Contrary to the broad dispositive 
of heteronomous generators of artistic value, which Bloom 
pejoratively calls Schools of Resentment, the inherent 
moment that includes an artwork into the artistic canon is, 
according to him, its strangeness as a concrete mode of 
originality that either cannot be assimilated into the 
mainstream, or that so assimilates us as its readers that we 
cease to see it as strange (1994:3). However vague this 
specification may be, it is essentially immanentist and 
enables us to value artworks without any relation to factors 
that are external to literature. 

The special relevance of this viewpoint can be seen if 
we test it against the selected texts, and for at least two 
reasons. Firstly, since the selection has been made by a 
systemically and procedurally reliable institution (the 
editorial board of a journal, consisting of professional 
dramaturges and theatrologists), the result of the selection 
will necessarily function as a canon for the future. Moreover, 
if we take into account the abovementioned differentiation 
of the production of the 2000s, which largely coincides with 
that of the 1990s as to its form and content, we are 
compelled to find that differentia specipca that will legitimize 
the entire project of the thematic issue thus specified, 
something more than a mere factographic note on a 
particular phenomenon in a particular period of time. 

In all the selected plays, apart from the mentioned 
formal and substantial specificities inherited from the 90s or 


even the entire cultural history, there is an occasionally 
emerging formative feature that oscillates in particular 
articulations, but is also manifest in some of the more 
conventional narrative or formal solutions, such as Saric's 
Skyscraper, as well as the most radical texts, whose 
performance questions the very decision of the selectors to 
include them here, or the conventional distinctions between 
literary genres, such as Fercec's Cruising. It is primarily 
methodological in nature and might tentatively be defined as 
the derivational methodology. Derivational because it is 
articulated on the basis of a sort of structural apriority, a 
poetic generator constituted at a distance. More specifically, 
it means that before all individual poeticisms, possible 
thematic or formal preferences in textual articulation, the 
authorial instance has been co-constituted through the 
essential need of detachment-from the national and 
historical legacy, literary genres, etc. In other words, the 
detachment is a sort of arche, a creative source of the 
selected pieces. Bloom has emphasized that the basic 
characteristic of all masterpieces (especially those that 
deserve to be included in the canon for their inherent 
features) is anxiety, not as a reflection of social tensions in 
which the author or his work have matured, but because of 
the voluntary "wrong" reading of the tradition (1994:8). It is 
precisely in detaching oneself from that tradition, which is 
not merely declarative, but truly constitutive, that one can 
find an inherent instance for evaluating a particular work as 
canonical. The derivational methodology that all the selected 
authors adhere to is manifested precisely in their conscious 
detachment from most of the crucial "tools" of traditional 
dramaturgy, especially those that belong to stylistics and 
compositional or formal coherence. 

Thus, with Saric it is the poeticization of expression, i.e. 
the syntactical undermining the dynamism of dialogue and 
the formal coordination of stage directions and the 
characters' lines. Martinic tends to surprise us with 
conversational excesses and tensions between the personal 
idiolects of his protagonists, set within the framework of a 
"well-tailored" poeticism (taken rather flexibly). The tandem 


Before all individual poeticisms, possible thematic ox 
foxmal preferences in textual articulation, the authorial 
instance has been co-constituted through the essential need 
of detachment — from the national and historical legacy, 
literary genres, etc. 
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of Tomic and Kovacic invokes an absurdist actantial tension, 
combined with outbreaks of verbalized neurosis, with which 
they iconically deprive of all sense the already senseless 
practice of social communication. Sviben complements her 
innovations in motifs (defining the "acts" by means of 
phrases current in computer languages) with the definition 
of characters that act as the derivations of computer 
algorithms. Zulj and Klepica radicalize their decomposition of 
the classical narrative structure, as well as the almost erudite 
intertextuality, by suffusing the utterances of their characters 
with a discourse that would be more suitable for a manifesto 
than for traditional dramatic diction, which - naturally - 
crucially dislocates and restructures the receptive horizon of 
the approach to playwriting. And finally, Fercec resorts to an 
extreme detachment from the formal, as well as stylistic and 
compositional parameters of playwriting. His "monologue for 
two performers" is a poeticized prose of self-reflexive type 
and functions as a text intended for performance with such 
an open structure that it is only by reaching for the actantial 
model that he can legitimize it as dramatic. 
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w w w 


As Derrida has emphasized in his Archive Fever (1995), arche 
etymologically implies both the source and the authority/ 
power/law. Insofar the archive is not only a space for 
depositing things, but also a site of institutional legitimi¬ 
zation of what is allowed to enter it. The collection of texts 
that has been allowed to enter here, once eternalized in a 
publication of an institution (a journal) that is well-establi¬ 
shed in terms of procedure and status, is bound to create the 
material basis and concrete referential place for a canon by 
the very logic of being structurally situated within the field of 
art. And the dynamics of that field, with all its anxieties and 
tensions among the rest of the candidates for the canon, as 
well as the indispensable influence of para-artistic factors, 
will make that canon more profiled in some future inventory, 
whereby it will acquire its definite aesthetic outlines. That 
will be the moment when the current archival effort will 
merit its affirmation (or reformation) by the history. 
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Otpor 

ana-/ dija-/ kroniji 

Petar Sarjanovic 


isati osvrt na neobjavljene dramske 
tekstove "najnovije" generacije mladih 
hrvatskih dramaticara, koju glavna 
struja hrvatske kazalisne produkcije jos 
nije u potpunosti vrbovala u svoje 
redove, a srednja struja nase teatrologije 
i ine akademske kritike jos nije ukalupila 
u navodno bezvremenske i univerzalno 
vazece kategorije kojima operira, radnja je koja u kriticara 
izaziva ambivalentne osjecaje. S jedne strane, izdavanje 
novog broja Frakcije, koja medu prvima prezentira 
neotkrivene i egzoticne teritorije koje ce hrvatski kazalisni 
teoreticari i prakticari svesrdno pokusati prisvojiti kako bi 
"mladim mesom" osvjezili svoje istrosene sisteme i poetike, 
nesumnjivo poziva ove dvadeset- i tridesetogodisnje 
dramaticare na preduhitreno i nepromisljeno likovanje. 
Prisjetimo li se samo odjeka koje je u nasoj teatroloskoj 
zajednici polucilo tiskanje zbornika Mlada hrvatska drama 
pod urednickom palicom tadasnjeg ravnatelja &TD-a Mire 
Cavrana, odnosno velike kolicine rasprava, clanaka i analiza 
odrzanih na temu hrvatske drame devedesetih na 
manifestacijama poput Krlezinih dana u Osijeku ili Marulicevih 
dana, mogli bismo zakljuciti kako bilo kakav pokusaj 
objavljivanja antologije, zbornika ili sabranih djela suvremene 


hrvatske drame na nasoj malesnoj i od medunarodnih 
utjecaja ogradenoj kazalisnoj sceni zadobiva odredenu 
simbolicku vrijednost cije reperkusije dramaticari osjecaju i 
dekadama poslije. 

S druge strane, kvantiteta te iste "teorijske" recepcije 
kojaje pokusavala prokrciti ne bas prozracne putove 
hrvatskog dramskog pisma devedesetih, ne moze se podiciti 
raznolikoscu ili, ne daj boze, osobnoscu metodoloskih 
pristupa, te, sukladno tomu, niti relevantnoscu iznesenih 
zakljucaka o tom korpusu tekstova. Ponukani rezultatima 
znanstveno intonirane povijesti knjizevnosti (ili knjizevne 
povijesti?) kojaje zapisane tekstove europskog kulturnog 
kruga pokusala razvrstati u deset epoha i nesto vise razdoblja 
i pravaca, nasi su si teatrolozi u zadatak uzeli dijakronijski 
model pristupa umjetnickom djelu primijeniti na recentnu 
dramsku produkciju, ne obaziruci se pritom na nedostatak 
vremenskog odmaka koji je potreban kako bi se provizorne 
granice izmedu razlicitih razdoblja hrvatskog dramskog 
pisma uopce mogle uspostaviti. Selektirati autore bliskih 
datuma rodenja cija djela pokazuju slabasne motivske, 
tematske ili zanrovske slicnosti; svesti raznolikosti medu 
pojedinim autorima i djelima na zanemarivu razinu; 
postulirati "novo osjecanje svijeta" koje dijele autori i 
recipijenti njihovih djela; omediti granice novoosmisljenog i 
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lako pamtljivog razdoblja arbitrarno odabranim dogadajima 
ciji datumi navodno oznacuju prekretnice unutar umjetnicke 
ili drustvene povijesti - samo su neki od imperativa 
historisticke "sprance" kojom se teatroloske rasprave koriste 
s ciljem primirivanja i preodgajanja cudljivosti recentne 
produkcije dramskog teksta. Analiticki um ocito ne podnosi 
heterogenost suvremenog dramskog pisma. 

Dramsko pismo na kraju dvadesetog stoljeca rijetko je 
dobivalo kvalitetnu i dosljednu interpretaciju, kako u obliku 
teatroloske rasprave, tako i u obliku scenske izvedbe. No, ovi- 
me nikako ne zelimo sugerirati kako su drame Ivana Vidica, 
Asje Srnec Todorovic, Filipa Sovagovica, Ivane Sajko, Tomi- 
slava Zajeca, Tene Stivicic ili Dubravka Mihanovica (spomene- 
mo li selektivno samo one autore koji su svoje prve tekstove 
poceli objavljivati u tim nesretnim devedesetima) neprocje- 
njivo blago hrvatske dramske produkcije dvadesetog stoljeca 
koje hrvatski teatrolozi i redatelji poradi vlastite neukosti nisu 
bili u stanju prepoznati, odnosno tekstovi bez mana ciji bi 
ulazak na domacu i medunarodnu pozornicu rezultirao pro- 
mjenom paradigme koja potiho i neprimjetno upravlja kazali- 
snim svijetom. Bas naprotiv, drame navedenih autora popri- 
licno su udaljene jedne od drugih, ne samo na vrijednosnoj 
Ijestvici "dobro-lose" koju vecina recipijenata nesvjesno gradi 
prilikom susreta s bilo kojim umjetnickim djelom, nego i po 
sadrzaju i formalnim postupcima upotrijebljenima u svrhu 
oblikovanja konzistentnog dramskog univerzuma. Recentnu 
hrvatsku dramatiku tvore i Sovagovicevi luzeri uhvaceni u zr- 
vanj besmislenih dijaloga koji na momente uspiju zaustaviti 
monoloskim iskazivanjem vlastitih misli i osjecaja; i Sajkicini 
prodorni dramski svjetovi u kojima se klasicna motivika ispre- 
plice s gorucim pitanjima sadasnjice; i Stivicickina banalizacija 
meduljudskih odnosa, od poznanickih, prijateljskih do Ijubav- 
nickih, iskazana nestandardnim jezikom temeljenim na loka- 
lizmima, zargonizmima i slengu; i Vidicevi pokusaji izrugiva- 
nja iskvarenom drustvenom sistemu hiperbolizacijom simp- 
tomatskih mjesta svakodnevice; i Mihanovicev povratak 
dramskim postupcima koji naizgled kloniraju uobicajene situ- 
acije takozvanog "malog" covjeka i reproduciraju ih unutar 
dramskog okvira. 


Mogucnosti analize i interpretacije dramskog teksta, 
njegovog statusa unutar kazalisnog, te njegovog odnosa s 
drustvenim sistemom na pocetku treceg tisucljeca su 
mnogostruke, pogotovo nakon procvata Teorije u drugoj 
polovici dvadesetog stoljeca, kojaje primjenom novih 
perspektiva na (ne samo) umjetnicke fenomene dodatno 
ucinila slozenom objasnjenje njihovog mjesta i svrhe unutar 
suvremenog drustva, a samim time i potencirala broj pristupa 
umjetnickom djelu. Rekavsi u pretproslom odlomku kako 
suvremeno dramsko pismo nije primilo adekvatnu povratnu 
informaciju od teatroloske zajednice, autor ovih redaka bi 
zelio istaknuti kako institucionalna interpretacija dramskog 
pisma navedenih dramaticara zahtijeva analiticki aparat malo 
profinjenijeg tipa od puke dijakronijske klasifikacije, sto je 
metoda koja trenutacno vlada hrvatskom teatrologijom. 

Pripadaju li navedeni dramaticari pravcu / razdoblju / 
stilskoj formaciji / epohi kojaje otpocela 1941. ili 1968. ili 1971. 
ili tijekom sedamdesetih ili krajem osamdesetih ili 1.1.1990. ili 
1991. ili 1992. (osnivanje NDH / studentske pobune diljem 
Europe / premijera Bresanove Predstave Hamleta u selu 
Mrdusa Donja / pojava postmodernistickih postupaka u 
knjizevnosti nasih podrucja / pad Berlinskog zida i svrgavanje 
Causescuove diktature / prvi dan devedesetih (sic!) / pocetak 
rata, objavljivanje zbornika Mtade hrvatske drame i osnivanje 
Marulicevih dana / premijera Gundulicevog Osmana u 
zagrebackom HNK-u)?; zavrsava li to jos neimenovano 
razdoblje 1995. ili 30.12.1999. ili 31.12.1999. (prekid rata na 
nasim prostorima / premijera Gunduliceve Dubravke u 
zagrebackom HNK-u / zadnji dan devedesetih (sic!))?; jesu li 
navedeni dramaticari cetvrti, peti ili trinaesti narastaj 
poslijeratnih dramaticara?; hocemo li ih imenovati 
suvremenom, mladom, novom ili postmodernistickom 
dramom, dramom devedesetih, novim valom ili "onima koji 
nastaju"? - samo su neka od pitanja koja se mogu prepoznati 
u potki tekstova Boke, Lederer, Nikcevic, Rafolta, Vrgoc i 
mnogih drugih hrvatskih teatrologa i kriticara. Ona ne samo 
da precizno ocrtavaju stanje u suvremenoj hrvatskoj 
teatrologiji u kojoj dijakronijski pristup sa svojim ciljem - 
uredno poslozenim ladicama - jos uvijek zauzima povlasteno 


Diamsko pismo na kiaju dvadesetog stoljeca lijetko je 
dobivalo kvalitetnu i dosljednu interpietaciju, kako u 
obliku teatroloske rasprave, tako i u obliku scenske 
izvedbe. 
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mjesto u analizi dramskoga teksta, nego istovremeno i 
navode na zakljucak kako toliko zeljena preciznost i 
terminoloska cistoca kojoj teatrolozi smjeraju, skamenjuje i 
jednoznacno definira recentnu hrvatsku dramatiku. 
Neumorno ponavljajuci iste sintagme i neprestano 
producirajuci jednolican i zamoran tip diskursa, teatrolozi i 
kriticari osakacuju suvremeno dramsko pismo, buduci da ga 
tim postupcima lisavaju novih interpretacija i niveliraju 
njegovu heterogenost supsumirajuci ju brzopleto pod okrilje 
epohe postmoderne. 

lako "intencija" urednika i suradnika ovog broja Frakcije 
eksplicitno raskida s bilo kakvom primisli o prezentaciji "jos 
mlade" generacije dramskih autora (Coran Fercec, Vedrana 
Klepica, dvojac Jelena Kovacic & Anica Tomic, Ivor Martinic, 
Maja Sviben, Lana Saric, Rona Zulj) kao novog pokreta ili 
pravca u hrvatskoj dramskoj produkciji, kratki spojevi koji su 
se dogodili izmedu autora koji su svoje prve dramske 
tekstove objavili u devedesetima s jedne strane i teatrologa i 
redatelja s druge, prijete kao potencijalna opasnost koja bi 
opetovano mogla iskrsnuti prilikom skorasnjeg susreta ovih 
dramaticara neobjavljenih dramskih tekstova s 
institucionalno poduprtom umjetnickom teorijom i praksom. 
Autora ovog ogleda naprosto plasi cinjenica da bi se 
spomenutih osam dramaticara za nekoliko godina na, 
primjerice, Krlezinim danima u Osijeku, mogli definirati u 
terminima veslackog osmerca kojemu kormilar Zeitgeist 
propisuje ritam, te pocetak i kraj natjecanja ovisno o fizickoj 
spremi clanova tima. Imajuci na umu nacin na koji je kotac 
povijesti (knjizevnosti) smrvio heterogenost dramskog pisma 
devedesetih, mogli bismo predvidjeti, a time donekle i 
obustaviti, situaciju u kojoj teatrolozi dramsko pismo 'oo - 
provizorna oznaka za skup dramskih tekstova koji se 
fragmentarno objavljuju u ovom broju - pokusavaju strpati u 
isti kos s prethodnom generacijom devedesetih tako da im se 
oboma pripise slicno (postmoderno) "osjecanje svijeta", slicni 
postupci kojima se koriste ili slicne drustvene i kazalisne 
prilike; ili u potpunosti oprecnu situaciju u kojoj teatrolozi 
zamisljaju revolucionarni dogadaj koji je navodno protresao i 
promijenio tektoniku kazalisnog i umjetnickog univerzuma, 


koji je uzrokovao krunidbu novog razdoblja ili epohe koja 
trenutacno vlada umjetnickim prostranstvima, te koji je 
kumovao razlicitoj motivici, tematici, zanrovskom sistemu i 
postupcima dramskih tekstova generacije 'oo u odnosu na 
prethodnu generaciju devedesetih. 

Dakle, nikako nije na odmet napomenuti kako 
dramaticari/ke objavljeni u ovom casopisu ne posjeduju cak 
niti odlike generacijske povezanosti, buduci da je dobna 
razlika izmedu najmlade i najstarije autorice veca od deset 
godina, dok odsjek dramaturgije na zagrebackoj Akademiji 
dramske umjetnosti na kojem su svi autori bili studenti ili jos 
uvijekjesu, opstoji kao jedina nit poveznica medu njima, s 
iznimkom redateljice Anice Tomic koja djeluje u tandemu s 
dramaturginjom Jelenom Kovacic. Dakle, izraz "generacija" 
koji se nerijetko koristio u ovom clanku, treba uzeti cum 
grano salis, ne kao kategoriju koja strogo i precizno postavlja 
granice izmedu "starih" i "novih", onih koji su objavljivali u 
devedesetima i onih koji su objavljivali u dvijetisucitima, vec 
kao pomocni termin koji se pokusava osloboditi krute stege 
klasifikacijskog misljenja, te koji nam olaksava komunikaciju i 
pomaze pri argumentaciji. 

Nadalje, dramsko pismo 'oo takoder se odlikuje 
sarolikoscu koja prozima kako izborteme, zatim prostorno- 
vremensku dimenziju tekstualnog univerzuma, tako i 
oblikotvorne postupke koji ih uokviruju. Krenimo redom: 
tekstovi Drama o Mirjani i ovima oko nje i Moj sin samo malo 
sporije hoda Ivora Martinica prozeti su suptilnim i 
nenapadnim apsurdom koji proviruje iz sintakticki iscasenih 
replika i na momente jezivih dijaloga obitelji jalovih odnosa. 
"Drama "Jedna ili dvije elegije Rone Zulj opire se 
nepromisljenoj klasifikaciji buduci da autorica lucidno koristi 
zanrovski obrazac elegije koji presijeca tekstovima razlicite 
provenijencije, od knjizevnih tekstova svih rodova (lirika, 
epika, dramatika), do formi pisanog izricaja bez umjetnickih 
pretenzija (pismo, teorijska rasprava), sto proizvodi dojam 
fragmentiranosti koji je u skladu s halucinacijama i 
snovidenjima glavnog lika komada, umiruceg pisca Klausa. 
Zatim, Imitatori glasova i Oprostite, mogu li vam ispricati...?, 
Jelene Kovacic i Anice Tomic, dva teksta koja su nastajala 
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paralelno s procesom pokusa za istoimene predstave u 
Teatru &TD-u i ZKM-u, svoju preokupaciju pronalaze u 
mimezi ratne traume, potrazi za svrhom kazalista u drustvu 
koje je nedavno svjedocilo ratnom krvoprolicu, te naizgled 
banalnom pricanju prica koje moze pripomod kao katalizator 
u katarzi potisnutih i nezeljenih psihickih sadrzaja. Klepidno 
J.A.T.O. nagruvanom recenicnom sintaksom, upecatljivim 
vokabularom, te idiosinkraticnim i pomalo baroknim 
diskursom prati pricu o teroristickom napadu iz nekoliko 
razlidtih perspektiva, u kojoj solilokvij postaje temeljnim 
nacinom obracanja likova, te je jedan od rijetkih primjera 
suvremenog dramskog pisma koje u svojoj strukturi sadrzava 
korsku formaciju gotovo u potpunosti zamrlu s nestankom 
antickog svijeta. Tocka izvorista Maje Sviben, (polu-) 
autobiografska je drama-u-drami (polu-)izmisljene autorice 
Dinke, ciji interes zaokuplja nemogucnost ljubavnih odnosa 
mlade generacije na prijelazu stoljeca promatrana kroz 
prizmu speed date- a, suvremenog oblika cvenka koji 
prezaposlenim mladim ljudima omogucava pronalazak 
savrsenog partnera/-ice u kratkom vremenskom roku. 
Fercecovo Pismo Heineru M., buduci da je zamisljeno u obliku 
sugestija pisanih u drugom lieu jednine potencijalnom 
diverzantu koji bi na berlinskom aerodromu Tegel trebao 
procitati pismo upuceno Heineru Mulleru, samo koketira s 
izvedbenom formom, sto ga cini izrazito osvjezavajudm 
hibridnim dramskim tekstom koji ne samo da se poziva na 
prosireno shvacanje koncepta izvedbe, nego se i poigrava s 
mogucnoscu njegova uprizorenja postavljajud recipijenta u 
ulogu dramskog protagonista. 

Dakle, teme poput rata i traume, ljubavi i meduljudskih 
odnosa, umjetnickih diverzija i Heinera M., obiteljskih odnosa 
i teroristickih napada uoblicene pomocu elegije i teorijske 
rasprave, pisma i sugestije, solilokvija i korskih pjesama, 
scene-u-sceni i dnevnickih biljeski ili "obicnih" dijaloga i 
monologa, svjedoce vlastitim primjerom o heterogenosti 
dramskog pisma 'oo, koja se ne moze brzopleto objasniti 
nabrajanjem nastrebanih znacajki umjetnosti 
postmodernizma poput intertekstualnosti, citatnosti, 
patchwork- a, stapanja elitnog i trivijalnog ili preklapanja 


fikcije i fakeije. Mnogolicje dramske produkeije vec smo 
jednom prepoznali, i to u slucaju "starije generacije" 
devedesetih, no, napomenimo jos jednom pred sam kraj, ono 
ne oznacava poeticki imperativ razdoblja, buduci da je takav 
nacin misljenja svojstven dijakronijskoj klasifikaciji koja ce se 
jos nekoliko desetaka godina morati strpiti u posezanju za 
dramskom produkeijom na prijelazu tisudjeca s ciljem 
zadovoljenja neutazive zelje za cistim racunima i uredno 
poslozenim policama. 

Jednako kao sto vecinu dramskih autora koje se 
nakaradno stisce pod kisobran "devedesetih" ne smatram 
vrhuncima hrvatske dramske produkeije, medu onima koji su 
tema ovog broja, te cija je godina rodenja bliska mojoj, 
postoje imena koja cijenim vise i ona koja cijenim manje, iz 
niza razloga koja nisu predmet ovog ogleda. No, kolikogod se 
u proteklih nekoliko kartica trudio suzbiti okrutne reperkusije 
termina "generaeija", kolikogod pokusavao dramske autore 
"'oo" ne poimati odsjecenima u odnosu na svoje prethodnike, 
te kolikogod ne osjecao naklonost prema dramskom pismu 
'oo u cijelosti, moram priznati kako su mi djela "nepoznate 
mladarije", dopustite mi izraz, draza od drama njihovih 
predsasnika, a sjecanja na proces njihova citanja puno 
ugodnija od sjecanja na trenutke koje sam proveo uz drame 
"stare garde". Mozda se ta nijansa koja presuduje u korist 
spomenute osmorke nalazi u cinjenici da autori predstavljeni 
u ovom broju u svojim tekstovima ostavljaju vise prostora 
razvitku potencijalne izvedbe, kako one koju zamisljamo 
tijekom citanja, tako i one koja se formira na konkretnoj 
kazalisnoj pozornici. Kolikogod su nam mladi dramaticari u 
svojim dramama ponudili pomno ugoden univerzum graden 
na zakonitostima koje su dosljedno provedene, citatelj/ica je 
ipak pusten slobodno provrludati ostatkom njihovih perivoja, 
sumom i dr(u/a)mom, te mastati kako bi ga on/a volio/la 
urediti da bi se u njemu osjecao/la ugodnije. Ovi dramaticari 
ne posjeduju detaljno skiciran plan inscenacije vlastitih 
tekstova niti se prepotentno zamisljaju u gledalistu za 
vrijeme procesa pokusa svojih drama kako bi priglupe 
kazalisne djelatnike poducili "sto je to autor zapravo htio 
red", jer se iz njihovih tekstova ne moze iscitati okamenjena i 


Neumoino ponavljajuci iste sintagme i nepiestano 
pioduciiajuci jednolican 1 zamoian tip diskuisa, teatiolozi 
i kiiticaxi osakacuju suviemeno diamsko pismo, buduci da ga 
tim postupcima lisavaju novih inteipietacija i niveliiaju 
njegovu hetexogenost supsumiiajuci ju bxzopleto pod okxilje 
epohe postmodeine. 
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jednom za svagda isplanirana vizija njihove moguce scenske 
varijante. Mozda su mi mladi dramaticari blizi buduci da ovih 
nekoliko objavljenih drama ne sadrze savrseno organiziran i 
podmazan teatarski mehanizam, vec samo zametak buduceg 
teatra, koji nama citateljima dopusta da tijekom citanja malo 
slobodnije imaginiramo. Da bez straha interpretiramo. 
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Resisting Ana-/ 
dia-/ chronism 

Petar Sarjanovic 

Translated from the Croatian by Marina Miladinov 


W riting a review on 

unpublished texts by the 
"youngest" generation of 
Croatian playwrights, which 
the mainstream of theatre 
production has not yet 
entirely enlisted into its ranks 
- while the midstream of our 
theatre studies and other streams of academic criticism has 
not yet moulded it into the allegedly timeless and universally 
valid categories that it operates with - necessarily causes 
somewhat ambivalent feelings in an theatre critic. On the 
one hand, publishing a new issue of Frakcija, which has been 
the first to discover the unseen and exotic territories that the 
Croatian theatre theoreticians and practitioners are trying to 
appropriate by all means in order to refresh their worn out 
systems and poeticisms with "fresh blood", undoubtedly 
invites these twenty- and thirty-year old playwrights to 
rejoice somewhat hastily and recklessly. If we only think of 
the echo that the publication of the collection of Young 
Croatian Drama, edited by the then manager of Theatre &TD, 
Miro Cavran, caused in our theatrological circles, which 
manifested itself in a huge amount of debates, articles, and 
analyses on the subject of the Croatian drama of the nggos at 


events such as Krleza's Days in Osijek or Marulic's Days, we 
might conclude that any attempt at publishing an anthology, 
a miscellany, or a collection of contemporary Croatian plays 
will acquire a particular symbolic value for our tiny theatre 
scene, largely isolated from international influences, the 
repercussions of which the featured playwrights will feel for 
decades to come. 

On the other hand, the "theoretical" reception which 
tried to fight its way through the not too airy paths of the 
Croatian playwriting of the nggos could not boast of much 
variety or - Cod forbid - individuality of methodological 
approaches, which resulted in the scant relevance of its 
conclusions concerning the selected body of texts. Motivated 
by the results of an authoritatively sounding history of 
literature (or literary history?) that tried to classify the 
written texts of the European cultural circle into ten epochs 
and some more periods and currents, our theatrologists 
decided to adopt a diachronic approach to artworks and to 
apply it to the recent dramatic production, neglecting 
thereby the lack of temporal detachment that is needed to 
establish any, even tentative borders between various 
periods of Croatian playwriting. Thus, they selected authors 
that were born approximately in the same years, whose work 
revealed some minor similarities in motif, subject, or genre; 
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they reduced the differences between particular authors or 
works to a negligible level; they postulated a "new sense of 
the world" shared by the authors and the recipients of their 
works alike; and delimited that newly invented and easily 
acceptable period with the help of arbitrarily selected events, 
the dates of which were supposed to mark the turning points 
within their common artistic or social history - and these are 
only some of the imperatives of this historicist "pattern" that 
the debates in theatre studies have been using with the aim 
of attenuating and educating the capriciousness of recent 
dramatic production. An analytical mind obviously cannot 
stand any heterogeneity in the contemporary playwriting. 

At the end of the twentieth century, playwriting rarely 
enjoyed good and consistent interpretation, be it in the form 
of theatrological debate or in that of performance on stage. 
However, that should by no means imply that plays written 
by Ivan Vidic, Asja Srnec Todorovic, Filip Sovagovic, Ivana 
Sajko, Tomislav Zajec, Tena Stivicic, or Dubravko Mihanovic (if 
we selectively mention only those authors who published 
their first texts in those unfortunate 90s) are an 
immeasurable treasure of 20 th -century Croatian dramatic 
production, which the Croatian theatrologists and theatre 
directors are unable to acknowledge because of their 
ignorance, or that they are flawless and that their entry onto 
the local and international scene will result in a change of 
paradigm that now quietly and imperceptibly rules the world 
of theatre. Quite to the contrary: plays written by the 
abovementioned authors are considerably different from 
each other, not only in terms of being good or bad, a value 
scale that most recipients will unconsciously establish when 
facing an artwork, but also in their subjects and the formal 
procedures they use in forming a consistent dramatic 
universe. Recent Croatian drama includes Sovagovic's losers 
caught into the buzz-saw of senseless dialogues, who 
occasionally manage to halt it by expressing their thoughts 
and feelings in monologues, and Sajko's trenchant dramatic 
worlds in which classical motifs are intertwined with the 
burning issues of today; Stivicic's banalization of human 
relations - between acquaintances, friends, or lovers - 


expressed in a non-standard language based on localisms, 
jargons, and slang; and Vidic's attempts at mocking the 
corrupted social system by means of hyperbolizing the 
symptomatic points of everyday life; as well as Mihanovic's 
return to dramatic procedures that seemingly clone the 
everyday situations of the so-called "common" man, 
reproducing them within a dramatic framework. 

The possibilities of analyzing and interpreting the 
dramatic text, its status within theatre, and its relation to the 
social system at the beginning of the third millennium are 
manifold, especially after the boom of Theory in the second 
half of the twentieth century, which applied new 
perspectives (not only) to artistic phenomena and made the 
explication of their place and purpose within the 
contemporary society even more complex, thus multiplying 
the possible approaches to an artwork. It has already been 
mentioned that contemporary playwriting has not received 
adequate feedback from the theatrological community, and 
now we would like to underline that the institutional 
interpretation of the playwriting of the aforementioned 
authors would require a more subtle analytical apparatus 
than mere diachronic classification, which is the currently 
prevailing method in Croatian theatre studies. 

Do these playwrights belong to the current / period / 
stylistic formation / epoch that began in 1941 or 1968 or 1971, 
or during the 1970s or the late 1980s, or on January i, 1990, 
1991, or 1992 (the foundation of NDH / student revolts 
throughout Europe / premiere of Bresan's Performance of 
Hamlet in the Village of Mrdusa Donja / the emergence of 
postmodernist procedures in the literatures of the region / 
fall of the Berlin wall and of Ceausescu's dictatorship / the 
first day of the 1990s (sic!) / the outbreak of war, publication 
of the collection of Young Croatian Drama and the 
establishment of Marulic's Days / the premiere of Gundulic's 
Osman at the Croatian National Theatre Zagreb)? Does that 
yet unnamed period end in 1995 or on December 30,1999 or 
December 31,1999 (the end of war in Croatia / the premiere 
of Gundulic's Dubravka at the Croatian National Theatre 
Zagreb / the last day of the 1990s (sic!))? Do the 
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abovementioned playwrights belong to the fourth, fifth, or 
thirteenth generation of post-war dramatists? Shall we 
consider them within the contemporary, young, new, or 
postmodernist drama, drama of the 1990s, the new wave, or 
"the emerging ones"? - These are only some of the questions 
that form the basis of reviews by Boka, Lederer, Nikcevic, 
Rafolta, Vrgoc, and many other Croatian theatrologists and 
theatre critics. They not only outline rather accurately the 
current situation in the Croatian theatre studies, in which the 
diachronic approach - with its aim of retaining neatly 
labelled shelves - still occupies a prominent place in the 
analysis of dramatic texts, but also lead to the conclusion 
that the precision and terminological purity that the 
theatrologists so much desire and aim at, petrifies the recent 
Croatian drama and renders it too uniform. By tirelessly 
repeating the same phrases and incessantly reproducing an 
unvarying and weary type of discourse, theatrologists and 
theatre critics actually maim the contemporary playwriting, 
depriving it of new interpretations and levelling its 
heterogeneity by subsuming it hastily under the label of 
postmodernism. 

Even though the "intention" of the editors of this issue 
of Frakcija and their collaborators explicitly rejects the idea of 
presenting an "even younger" generation of playwrights 
(such as Coran Fercec, Vedrana Klepica, the duo of Jelena 
Kovacic & Anica Tomic, Ivor Martinic, Maja Sviben, Lana Saric, 
and Rona Zulj) as a new movement or current in Croatian 
dramatic production, short circuits that have been occurring 
between those authors who published their first texts in the 
1990s on the one side, and theatrologists or theatre directors 
on the other, remain as a potential danger that might 
resurge with the future encounter of these authors of 
unpublished plays and the institutionally sustained art theory 
and practice. The author of this review is simply concerned 
about the fact that these eight playwrights might in a few 
years - for example, at Krleza's Days in Osijek - be defined 
like some rowers' M8+ whose rhythm, as well as the 
beginning and the end of the contest, is defined by the 
Zeitgeist as their stern pair, depending on the physical 


condition of the crew. Keeping in mind the way in which the 
wheel of history (of literature) has crushed the heterogeneity 
of playwriting of the 1990s, we might foresee, and perhaps 
even prevent, a situation in which the theatrologists might 
try to force playwriting of the 2000s - as a tentative label for 
the cluster of dramatic texts that are fragmentarily published 
in this issue - onto the same shelf with the preceding 
generation of the 90s by ascribing a similar (postmodern) 
"sense of the world," similar procedures, or similar social and 
theatrical circumstances to both groups; or we may imagine 
a completely opposite situation, in which the theatrologists 
would imply a revolutionary event that has supposedly 
shaken and changed the tectonics of the theatrical and 
artistic universe, leading to the inauguration of a new period 
or epoch that currently rules the sphere of art, an event that 
has brought about a different set of motifs, subjects, system 
of genres, and procedures into the dramatic texts of 
Generation '00 with respect to the preceding generation of 
the 90s. 

Therefore, it is by no means obsolete to remind the rea¬ 
der that the playwrights published in this journal do not even 
show any features of generational unity, since the age diffe¬ 
rence between the youngest and the oldest among them is 
more than ten years. The only link between them remains 
the Dramaturgy Department at the Academy of Dramatic Art 
Zagreb, since they have all been among its students, with the 
exception of theatre director Anica Tomic, who is in perma¬ 
nent collaboration with dramaturge Jelena Kovacic. Therefo¬ 
re, although the term "generation" is rather often used in this 
article, it should be taken cum grano salis, rather than a cate¬ 
gory that sets strict and precise borderlines between the 
"old" and the "new", between those who published in the 
1990s and those who have started publishing in the 2000s. 
Instead, it is an auxiliary term that is used in order to liberate 
us from the firm grip of classificatory thinking and facilitate 
our communication and argumentation. 

It should also be noted that playwriting of the 2000s is 
very colourful as to the choice of subjects, the temporal and 
spatial dimensions of its textual universe, and the formative 


At the end of the twentieth 
enjoyed good and consistent 
form of theatrological debat 
stage. 


century, playwriting rarely 
interpretation, be it in the 
e or in that of performance on 
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procedures that constitute its framework. Let us start from 
the beginning: The Drama about Mirjana and Those around 
Her; My Son Walks Just a Bit Slowler by Ivor Martinic are 
suffused with subtle and unaggressive absurdity that lurks 
from his syntactically dislocated sentences and occasionally 
creepy dialogues that reveal a family of wasted relations. The 
"play" called One or Two Elegies by Rona Zulj resists all hasty 
classification, since the author has cleverly used the genre of 
elegy, interspersing it with texts of very different provenance 
and belonging to very different genres (lyrical, epic, 
dramatic), including some forms of written expression with 
no artistic ambitions (such as letters or theoretical discourse), 
which has created an impression of fragmentariness as befits 
the hallucinations and dream visions of the main protagonist, 
a dying writer by the name of Klaus. The Voice Imitators and 
Excuse Me, May I Tell You...? by Jelena Kovacic and Anica 
Tomic, two texts that were created during the rehearsals of 
performances of the same name at Theatre &TD and Zagreb 
Youth Theatre, take the mimesis of a war trauma as their 
subject, a quest for the purpose of theatre in a society that 
has recently experienced a carnage of war, and an apparently 
banal storytelling that might serve as a catalyser in the 
catharsis of suppressed and unwanted mental states. 
Klepica's J.A.T.O., packed with dense sentence syntax, 
impressive vocabulary, and idiosyncratic, somewhat baroque 
discourse, tells the story of a terrorist attack from several 
different perspectives, in which the soliloquy becomes the 
basic form of addressing the audience. It is a rare example of 
contemporary playwriting which includes a chorus in its 
structure, since that died out almost entirely with the decline 
of the ancient world. The Source Point by Maja Sviben is a 
(semi-)autobiographic play-within-a-play written by a 
(semi-)fictional author by the name of Dinka, who is 
preoccupied with the impossibility of love relations in the 
younger generation at the turn of the century, seen through 
the prism of "speed dating", which makes it possible for the 
hyper-busy young people of today to find a perfect partner 
in a short period of time. Fercec's Letter to Heiner M., 
envisioned in the form of suggestions written in second 


person singular and addressed to a potential saboteur, who is 
supposed to read it to Heiner Muller at the Tegel airport in 
Berlin, merely flirts with the form of performance, which 
makes it a particularly refreshing, hybrid dramatic text, which 
not only invokes a broadened understanding of the concept 
of performance, but also plays with the possibility of its 
staging by placing the recipient into the role of a dramatic 
protagonist. 

Thus, subjects like war and trauma, love and human 
relations, artistic sabotage and Heiner M, family relations 
and terrorist attacks, shaped as elegy and theoretical 
discourse, letter and suggestion, soliloquy and chorus songs, 
scene-within-a-scene and diary notes, or "ordinary" dialogue 
and monologue, testify with their own examples of the 
heterogeneity of the playwriting of the 2000s, which cannot 
be explained by merely offering a student's list of artistic 
features of postmodernism, such as intertextuality, 
quotations, patchwork, fusion of elitism and trivia, 
overlapping of fiction and facts. The multifaceted character 
of dramatic production has been acknowledged before, 
namely in the case of the "older generation" of the 1990s, but 
let us emphasize once again at the end that it does not 
define the poetic imperative of the age, since as a way of 
thinking it is typical of diachronic classification, which will 
have to wait for some more decades with its wish to reach 
for the dramatic production of the turn of the millennium in 
order to quench its ravenous thirst for settled accounts and 
tidy shelves. 

Even though I do not consider most of the playwrights 
that are nonsensically pushed under the umbrella of "the 
90s" to be the pinnacle of Croatian dramatic production, 
among those that have been included in this issue and whose 
year of birth is close to mine, there are some whom I value 
more and others whom I value less, for reasons that do not 
belong to this review. But as much as I have tried to repress 
the cruel repercussions of the term "generation" in these 
pages, as much as I have tried not to isolate the playwrights 
of the 2000s from their predecessors, and although I am not 
really a big fan of the playwriting of the 2000s as such, I 
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must admit that these works of "anonymous youngsters," if I 
may use this term, are more to my liking than those of their 
predecessors, and that I recall reading them with more 
pleasure than the moments I spent with the plays of the "old 
school". Perhaps that slight difference deciding in favour of 
these eight authors resides in the fact that they leave more 
space in their texts for the development of the potential 
performance, both the one that we imagine while reading 
and the one that has taken shape on an actual stage. 
Although these young playwrights have presented us with a 
carefully tuned universe of their plays, built according to the 
laws that are meticulously observed, the reader is 
nevertheless allowed to roam freely through the rest of their 
parks, woods, and roads, imagining how he or she might 
want to arrange things in order to feel more comfortable. 
These dramatists do not have a precisely outlined plan for 
staging their texts and they do not envision themselves 
preposterously in the audience during the rehearsal of their 
plays in order to teach the clueless actors "what the author 
actually wanted to say," since their texts do not reveal a 
petrified and once-for-all defined vision of a possible staging. 
And maybe I feel these young authors closer to me because 
these few published plays do not contain a perfectly 
assembled and oiled theatrical mechanism, but rather a germ 
of a future theatre, which allows us, the readers, to set our 
imagination free while reading them. And to interpret them 
without fear. 


By tirelessly repeating the same phrases and incessantly 
reproducing an unvarying and weary type of discourse, 
theatrologists and theatre critics actually maim the 
contemporary playwriting, depriving it of new 
interpretations and levelling its heterogeneity by subsuming 
it hastily under the label of postmodernism. 
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o uzoru na ironicnu misao Georgea 
Bernarda Shawa da je mladost 
protracena na mlade, nasa kultura nudi 
neznatan prostor povjerenju u mlade i 
njihove sposobnosti, pa ih tako ostavlja i 
bez kvalitetne infrastrukture za njihovo 
starenje. Kada pak govorimo o mladima 
otprve je jasno sto bi to, odnosno tko bi 
to bio, pa ipak niti jedna definicija mladih ne usuduje se 
uspostaviti preciznu dobnu granicu, a slicna je nelagoda i s 
mladim pismom i to jos u desetogodisnjem razdoblju. No, 
zavirivanjem u produkcijske uvjete, mogucnosti i nacine 
afirmacije mladih autora, pitanje dobne granice cini se posve 
zanemarivim. Naslicne probleme nailaze jednako i mladi 
autori i oni koji vec suvereno secu hrvatskom izvedbenom 
scenom. Ipak, kako ne bismo iskljucili one jos uvijek mlade 
autore koji su stasali krajem devedesetih i pocetkom nultih, 
poput Ivane Sajko, Dubravka Mihanovica, Tomislava Zajeca, 
Nine Mitrovic i Tene Stivicic, autore o kojima ce u ovom 
tekstu biti rijec, cini mi se prikladnijim nazvati mladom ili 
novom generacijom dramskih pisaca. Naime, mnogi od 
spomenutih autora generacijski su vrlo blizu onima na koje 
cemo se ovdje usmjeriti, onima koji svoj put do izvedbenih 
scena tek pocinju oblikovati. 


Osim dobne granice, dodatni problem koji se otvara na 
samom ulazu u temu o produkcijskim okvirima za radove 
suvremenih dramaticara, odnosno mogucnostima za njihove 
prve (is)korake, jest pitanje na koji su nacin njihovi radovi 
nastali. Radi li se o dramama napisanim s obzirom na 
postojanje unaprijed dogovorene suradnje s nekim 
kazalistem, grupom ili redateljem, ili je pak rijec o radovima 
koji su nastali kao posljedica cistog autorskog impulsa. 
Generaciji 'oo-'io pripadaju Rona Zulj i Jelena Kovacic u cijim 
ce se dramskim opusima naci brojni radovi nastali u 
suradnjama s redateljima s kojima cine nerazdvojan tandem. 
Tako je drama Jelene Kovacic Oprostite, mogu li vam 
ispricati...?, nastala u suradnji s redateljicom Anicom Tomic, 
vezana uz dogovorenu suradnju sa ZKM-om, kao i prilagodba 
Imitatora glasova prema istoimenoj zbirci Thomasa 
Bernharda izvedena u Teatru &TD. Uz isti teatar vezane su i 
brojne dramaturske suradnje Rone Zulj s redateljem Miranom 
Kurspahicem. Ovi primjeri unaprijed osiguravaju inscenaciju, 
pa samim time i prostor za ozivljavanje, zivot i afirmaciju 
dramskih tekstova, zbog cega mi se cini vaznim u ovom 
tekstu staviti fokus na one druge primjere, radove nastale 
bez prethodno osigurane baze. 

No, vratimo se samo malo unazad i na, po svoj prilici, 
temeljni problem ove sivo-sive perspektive. Kazalisnu sezonu 
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2008/2009. mozda su vise od ijedne produkcije i ikojeg 
drugog kazalisnog dogadaja obiljezili okrugli stolovi i tribine 
na kojima se raspravljalo, ili barem imalo namjeru raspravljati, 
o problemima s kojima se kazalisna i izvedbena scena susrecu 
u novom dobu. Dva puta mjesecno tribine pod naslovom 
Kazalisna srijeda u KIC-u bavile su se raznim temama kao sto 
su zaboravljeni kazalisni zanati, kazaliste za djecu, glazbeno 
kazaliste, alternativa i slicno, ajednom mjesecno javna 
druzenja slicnog tipa nazvana Eurokazov Saloon organizirao 
je i Eurokaz u svojim prostorima. Angazirane teme ovih 
tribina, najcesce u domeni politika i financiranja, medu kojima 
su bila i pitanja stranih redatelja te Nagrada Hrvatskog 
glumista, pored intenziviranih naplavina kuknjave, uglavnom 
su se vracale na problem Akademije. Takoje i jedna od tribina 
u organizaciji Eurokaza, tematski osmisljena i uokvirena u 
suradnji s Vjeranom Zuppom, potaknuta brojnim prigovorima 
i prozivanjima na prethodnim okupljanjima nosila naslov Je li 
Akademija doista kriva za sve? Odgovor na to pitanje 
zasigurno nije jednostavan niti jednoznacan, ali nas bavljenje 
novom generacijom dramskih pisaca ponovno vraca upravo k 
njoj - obrazovnoj instituciji koja bi trebala osigurati kako 
znanje tako i prakticni rad svim disciplinama za obrazovanje 
kojih je nadlezna. Medu njima se nalazi i dramsko pismo u 
okviru Odsjeka dramaturgije. Ovaj odsjek, iako u nekim 
svojim programskim smjernicama prilicno obuhvatno 
usustavljen, na mnogim razinama ne nudi kvalitetnu podrsku 
smjeru dramskog pisma. Tako u okviru studija nije predvidena 
inscenacija radova nastalih tijekom studija kao ni pokusna 
citanja drama, koji bi trebali biti temeljne smjernice za 
propitivanje i upoznavanje mladih autora s vlastitim tekstom, 
njegovim disanjem u izvedbenoj situaciji kao i scenskoj 
prilagodljivosti. Studentima nije osigurana objava dramskih 
radova kao ni ikoji drugi model provjere in vivo, sto je 
uobicajena praksa studijskih programa u zapadnim 
evropskim zemljama. Tako su jos neafirmirani pisci osudeni 
sami propitivati funkcionalnost svojih radova, pronalaziti im 
put do inscenacije ili objave. 

Voditelji kazalista, redatelji i sira publika tek povremeno 
dobivaju priliku upoznati se sa suvremenim dramskim 


autorima kroz neredovita izdanja koja donose preglede 
dramskog pisma, no i ona ucestalo predstavljaju vec donekle 
afirmirane autore. Tako je Jasen Boko u izdanju Znanja 2002. 
pripremio zbirku pod naslovom Nova hrvatska drama koja 
okuplja izbor radova domacih dramaticara devedesetih 
godina. Godinu kasnije, 2003. HC ITI objavljuje zbirku na 
engleskom, Different voices: Eight Contemporary Croatian 
Plays, koja donosi prijevod osam drama suvremenih hrvatskih 
autora prema izboru Borisa Senkera, a medu kojima su se 
nasli radovi tada jos uvijek mladoj generaciji pripadajucih 
autora Tomislava Zajeca i Ivane Sajko. Sljedeci korak kojeg 
poduzima ista organizacija jesu objave dramskih tekstova u 
casopisu Kazaliste. U njemu su u posljednja tri dvobroja 
objavljene drame Gorana Ferceca Pismo Heineru M., u kojem 
se autor poigrava kako pisanom tako i izvedbenom formom, 
nagradena 2008. na natjecaju Austrijskog kulturnog foruma 
Covoriti o granicama, te tekst Ivora Martinica Drama o Mirjani 
i ovima oko nje, prikaz svakodnevice disfunkcionalne obitelji 
kroz lik Mirjane, premijerno izvedena u listopadu 2010. u reziji 
Anje Maksic Japundzic u HNK Zagreb. Upravo primjer 
Martiniceve drame ukazuje na nevjerojatnu situaciju u kojoj 
se novi autori nalaze. Naime, adaptacija u HNK bit ce prva 
domaca izvedba ovog teksta vec postavljenog u 
beogradskom JDP-u te ljubljanskom Mestnom gledaliscu, sto 
ukazuje da ponekad put do domacih scena vodi preko 
inozemnih priznanja . Jednostavno: (nesretni) Martinicu je 
2005. donijela trecu nagradu Marin Drzic, nagradu Ministar- 
stva kulture koja je ustanovljena 1991. i koja se dodjeljuje 
svake godine za najbolje nove dramske tekstove. Drame, koje 
su prema odluci Strucnog povjerenstva Ministarstva kulture, 
dobile ovu nagradu za dramsko djelo, od 2007. objavljuje u 
formi zbirke nakladnicka kuca Disput. Marin Drzic, unatoc 
financijskoj potpori koju donosi prvonagradenom tekstu za 
scensku adaptaciju, predstavlja tek ponekad siguran put do 
uprizorenja. Takoder, nagrada ne cini razliku izmedu neafirmi- 
ranih, novih dramaticara i onih vec pozicioniranih, pa se tako 
svi nalaze u ujednacenoj natjecateljskoj poziciji sto ju ne cini 
posve pravednim kompetitivnim modelom. Osim Martinica, 
trecu nagradu Drzic, godinu ranije, 2004., osvojila je Maja 


Po uzoiu na iionicnu misao Geoigea Beinaida Shawa da je 
mladost piotiacena na mlade, nasa kultuia nudi neznatan 
piostoi povjeienju u mlade i njihove sposobnosti, pa ih tako 
ostavlja i bez kvalitetne inflastiukture za njihovo 
staienj e. 
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Sviben s dramom Tocka izvorista, pricom o ostvarivosti, 
odnosno neostvarivosti ljubavnih odnosa u suvremenom 
dobu koje tek uvodi nove komunikacijske i vrijednosne 
kodove, koju je u produkciji skupine KUFER rezirao Mario 
Kovac. Istu nagradu, 2007. dobila je Lana Saric za dramu 
Neboder, u kojoj se bavi ljudskim nemirom i potrebom za 
otkrivanjem novih i nepoznatih svjetova, koju je postavio 
Edvin Liveric u INK Pula. 

Jos jedan prozor u svijet - ili svijet u prozoru - za novu 
generaciju autora otvara dvoje studenata dramaturgije, jasna 
Zmak i Coran Fercec, koji 2007., na poticaj tadasnjeg 
umjetnickog ravnatelja Teatra &TD, Marina Blazevica, 
pokrecu neformalnu inicijativu dramaturski kolektiv. Dvojac 
koncipira program Mala nocna citanja s ciljem da novim 
autorima pruzi priliku za predstavljanje radova u improvizi- 
ranoj formi citacih proba ili pak uz neke grube rezijske 
intervencije. Prvotno realizirana u obliku dogadanja jednom 
mjesecno trajuci kroz sezonu 2007.-2008., u 2009. predstav- 
Ijena su u sabijenoj, festivalskoj formi kroz tjedan dana u 
lipnju. Osim kao platforma za "testiranje" radova koju je 
dramaturski kolektiv ponudio dramaticarima u formiranju, 
misljena su i kao prostor u kojem se s novim imenima mogu 
upoznati i redatelji, voditelji kazalista, programatori. Kao i 
obicno, malo je onih koji su prepoznali svoj interes u tome, a 
krivnju svakako ne treba traziti u inicijatorima platforme. 
Dokaz tome je i bijenalna manifestacija Kazalisna revija 
Akademije dramske umjetnosti - KRADU koju ravnatelji 
kazalista rijetko posjecuju mada bi se upravo tamo mogli 
upoznavati s buducim redateljima kao i s glumcima koje bi 
mogli dovabiti u svoje ansamble. Osim onih koji bi od njega 
trebali imati koristi, program Malih nocnih citanja nisu 
prepoznali niti financijeri tako da je ovogodisnje izdanje 
izostalo. Floce li se program nastaviti ili ga sve instance koje 
bi ga trebale podrzavati i poticati, smatraju nepotrebnom 
investicijom - valja nam tek vidjeti. No, ova inicijativa 
predstavlja iznimno vazan poticaj kako buducim 
dramaticarima tako i domacoj izvedbenoj sceni u cjelini. 

Virtualna stvarnost za starije, ali i nove dramske autore 
zazivjela je na platformi drame.hr koja objavljuje dramske 


tekstove domacih dramaticara, primarno mladih generacija. 
Kao i Mala nocna citanja, i ovaj je projekt rezultat napora 
neformalne inicijative nekolicine entuzijasta koja se temelji 
na dobroj volji onih koji je odrzavaju. Uz inicijatore, za sada 
jos uvijek opstaje zahvaljujuci i autorima koji tekstove 
ustupaju, no pitanje je hoce li i do kada mod opstati bez 
kvalitetne podrske koja bi ju ucinila mjestom za koje ce se i 
sami autori potruditi. Drame.hr, kao jedina internetska 
platforma posvecena dramskom pismu u Hrvatskoj, ima 
potencijal izboriti se za prepoznatljivo mjesto koje 
posjetiteljima nudi probrane radove, a autorima osigurava 
vidljivost i prevodenje tekstova na strane jezike. Uz prijevode 
i stratesko umrezavanje, platforma ima kvalitetne temelje za 
stvaranje veza ne samo u regiji vec i u globalnom prostoru 
sto bije ucinilo osnovom trenutno nepostojece infrastrukture 
za dramske tekstove, a i za same autore vazan oslonac, te 
ponekad i odskocnu dasku. 

Jednako kao sto se mozemo nadati da ce se Mala nocna 
citanja nastaviti, u nadi ostaje i buducnost danas "mladog" ali 
i sutra "mladog" dramskog pisma. Ono sto tu nADU cini 
takvom jest zahtjevnost buducih koraka koji bi ga izveli iz 
prostora zamisljanja u stvarni svijet postojanja, a za 
ostvarenje toga je potrebno puno volje. Moguci koraci za 
izlazak iz trenutno prilicno beznadne situacija bile bi 
inicijative Akademije da u suradnji s nekim izdavacem ugovori 
sustavno objavljivanje dramskih tekstova svojih studenata, te 
uspostavljanje suradnja Akademije s nekim ili nekoliko 
kazalista koja bi postavljala izbor studentskih drama na 
godisnjoj razini. Nuzno bi bilo uvesti redovite citace probe i 
radionice kroz koje bi studenti mogli provjeravati i 
upoznavati svoje tekstove, kao i poticati suradnju izmedu 
odsjeka. 

Posljedica ovakvog nemarnog i nesustavnog tretmana 
dramskog pisma jest i danasnja dramaticarska scena. 
Usporedujuci prostor koji su za afirmaciju dobile prethodne 
generacije u odnosu na ovu za koju tek iscekujemo da nam se 
uvuce u vidokrug, pokazuje se da ne postoji neki sustavni 
mehanizam poticanja i probijanja. Situacija je puno vise 
rezultat slucaja. Afirmacija prethodnih generacija takoder je 
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vise ovisila o svjetskim trendovima u koje su se potom 
pojedini autori uklapali pa su ih iz tih razloga programatori 
lokalnih kazalista uvrstavali u svoje repertoare, negoli se 
radilo o kvaliteti, relevantnosti i sustavnom podrzavanju 
domacih dramaticara. Afirmirali su se, dakle, oni pisci koji su 
se za to borili i poneki od onih koji su to zasluzili. Ali, postoje i 
oni koji cuce u sjeni, koji se za poziciju nikada nece izboriti, jer 
im probitacnost naprosto nije svojstvena. Isto vrijedi i za one 
koji upravo stasaju. Kako se u sustavu nista temeljno, ali ni 
idejno nije promijenilo, cini se da ista sudbina ceka i 
nadolazece generacije. 

Ono sto mozda cini razliku je doba otvorenih prozora u 
kojima se nekad dalek svijet priblizio dohvatu ruke, pa ce tako 
mozda neki autori krenuti zaobilaznim putem od berlinskog 
HAU-a i Aufbau Verlaga do zagrebackog HNK i izdavacke 
kuce Profit Tendencije u evropskim kulturnim politikama 
usmjerenim na umrezavanje, razmjenu iskustava, transfer 
znanja, sirenje granica i stvaranje jedinstvenog evropskog 
kulturnog identiteta, otvaraju i nasim mladim autorima nise 
u kojima mogu sami, svojim naporom, mozda cak i lakse od 
njihovih prethodnika, izgraditi prostor za sebe, izboriti se za 
relevantnu poziciju. 

Pobrojane, mahom samoinicirane, platforme ipak nude 
neke mogucnosti mladim autorima, no problem je sto one 
nisu dodatak ili nadgradnja sustavnoj infrastrukturi kojoj je 
obaveza osigurati osnovne preduvjete za djelovanje, vec 
upravo one predstavljaju te temeljne poligone za odrzavanje. 


Uspoiedujuci piost01 koji su za afiimaciju dobile piethodne 
geneiacije u odnosu na ovu za koju tek iscekujemo da nam se 
uvuce u vidokiug, pokazuje se da ne postoji neki sustavni 
mehanizam poticanja i piobijanja. Situacija je puno vise 
rezultat slucaja. 
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Translated from the Croatian by Marina Miladinov 


ollowing the ironic thought of George 
Bernard Shaw that youth is wasted on 
the young, our culture grants a minimum 
of space to the young and their 
capacities, leaving them, among other 
things, with no adequate infrastructure 
for their maturing. When speaking about 
the young, it immediately becomes clear 
what or who that should be; and yet, there is no definition of 
the young that would dare establish a precise age limit, a 
predicament that equally haunts the notion of young writing, 
even in terms of decades. However, if we take a look at the 
conditions of production, as well as the possibilities and ways 
of affirmation that are available to young authors - the 
question of age limit becomes completely irrelevant. Young 
authors encounter the same problems as those that have 
confidently walked the Croatian performing art scene for 
some time. But since we hardly wish to exclude those 
authors who are still young, yet matured in the late 90s and 
the early 21 st century, such as Ivana Sajko, Dubravko 
Mihanovic, Tomislav Zajec, Nina Mitrovic, and Tena Stivicic, 
whom I will also include in this text, it seems more 
appropriate to speak of a younger or new generation of 
playwrights, since many of the abovementioned names 


belong to a generation that stands quite close to those on 
which I intend to focus here, namely those that are only 
beginning to pave their own ways to the performing art 
scene. 

Apart from the age limit, there is another problem that 
emerges when we approach the issue of production 
frameworks available to contemporary playwrights, or rather 
the opportunities for making their first steps (out): the issue 
of how their works are created. Are their plays written on the 
bases of pre-agreed collaboration with a theatre house, a 
group, or a director, or a result of a pure artistic impulse? The 
generation of 2000-2010 includes Rona Zulj and Jelena 
Kovacic, in whose dramatic opuses one can find numerous 
pieces made in collaboration with theatre directors with 
whom they have formed an inseparable tandem. Thus, Jelena 
Kovacic's play Excuse Me, May I Tell You...? is a result of 
collaboration with theatre director Anica Tomic and of preset 
collaboration with Zagreb Youth Theatre, same as the 
adaptation of the The Voice Imitator, made after the almost 
homonymous collection by Thomas Bernhard and performed 
at Theatre &TD. Several collaborations of Rona Zulj with 
theatre director Miran Kurspahic are linked to the same 
theatre house. These examples speak of the fact that the 
staging of some pieces is granted in advance, which secures 
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the space for the plays to live and to be seen. Precisely for 
that reason, I have considered it important to focus in this 
text on those other examples, namely texts that were written 
without any pre-established security. 

But let us first go back in time a little, to the probably 
basic issue related to this gray-on-gray perspective. The 
theatre season of 2008/09 was marked less by particular 
productions or events related to theatre and more by round 
tables and panels talks where experts debated (or intended 
to debate) on issues that the theatre and performing art 
scene must face in the new era. Twice a month, panels 
entitled Theatre Wednesday at KIC 01 dealt with various topics 
such as the forgotten dramatic skills, children's theatre, 
musical theatre, alternative, and so on. Once a month, 
Eurokaz organized similar public events in its rooms, which 
were named Eurokaz Saloons. The engaged topics that were 
debated in these meetings, mostly from the domains of 
policies and financing, such as the issue of foreign theatre 
directors and the Croatian Theatre Award, were often 
suffused with abundant lamentations and mostly came 
down to the problem of the Academy. Thus, one of the panel 
talks organized by Eurokaz, thematically envisioned and 
structured in cooperation with Vjeran Zuppa, and motivated 
by numerous objections and accusations from the previous 
meetings, was dedicated to the question Is It Really All the 
Academy's Fault? The answer to that question is certainly 
neither simple nor unambiguous, but dealing with the new 
generation of playwrights certainly brings us back to that - 
the Academy of Dramatic Art as an educational institution 
that should ensure the acquisition of theoretical knowledge, 
as well as practice in all disciplines that are included in its 
curriculum, among them Playwriting in the framework of the 
Dramaturgy Department's programme. Even though this 
department is rather comprehensively structured in some of 
its guidelines, on several levels it fails to offer adequate 
support, including the course on Playwriting. Thus, for 
example, it does not foresee the staging of plays written by 
the students or their tentative readings, which should serve 
as the basic guidelines for the young authors in questioning 


their own texts and becoming acquainted with them as to 
the way they would behave in a performing situation and 
their adaptability for the stage. There is no certainty that the 
students' plays will be published, and there is no other way of 
testing the text In vivo, which is a common practice in 
Western-European schools. Thus, the yet inexperienced 
authors are forced to question the functionality of their 
works by themselves and to find their own ways of staging 
or publishing them. 

Theatre managers, directors, and audiences only 
sporadically get the opportunity of knowing some of the 
contemporary dramatists, through the irregular publications 
that offer overviews of plays, but even these often include 
only those authors who enjoy at least some reputation. Thus, 
Jasen Boko edited a collection entitled New Croatian Drama 
(published by Znanje in 2002), which included texts by 
Croatian playwrights from the 1990s. A year later, HC ITI 
published a collection in English, Different voices: Eight 
Contemporary Croatian Plays (2003), which included eight 
plays by contemporary Croatian authors in English 
translation, selected by Boris Senker. This collection featured 
several authors which at that time still belonged to the 
young generation, such as Tomislav Zajec and Ivana Sajko. 

The next step, undertaken by the same organization, was to 
publish playwriting in the Kazaliste (Theatre) journal. The 
latest three double issues included a play by Coran Fercec 
Letter to Heiner M., in which the author played with the 
written and performing forms, and which was awarded in 
2008 by the Austrian Cultural Forum as the best achievement 
on the subject of borders, as well as Ivor Martinic's The 
Drama about Mirjana and Those around Her, which showed 
the everyday life of a dysfunctional family through a 
character called Mirjana, and was first performed in October 
2010, directed by Anja Maksic Japundzic (The Croatian 
National Theatre Zagreb). It is precisely the case of Martinic's 
play that indicates the incredible situation that the new 
authors must cope with. Namely, the adaptation presented 
at Croatian National Theatre will be the first local perfor¬ 
mance of this text, which has already been staged at 
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Yugoslav Drama Theatre in Belgrade and Ljubljana's City 
Theatre, which clearly shows that there is often no way of 
reaching the Croatian stages before one gets acknowledged 
abroad. Simply: (unhappy) by Martinic won the third Marin 
Drzic Award in 2005, which was established by the Croatian 
Ministry of Culture in 1991 and is granted each year to the 
best new plays. Since 2007, the plays that win this award 
have been published, according to the decision of the Mini¬ 
stry's Committee of Experts, in the form of collection by the 
publishing house of Disput. Despite the financial support 
granted to the first-awarded text for stage adaptation, Marin 
Drzic does not necessarily mean getting staged. Moreover, 
the award does not distinguish between the anonymous, 
new authors and those who are already established, so that 
they all start from the same position, which hardly seems a 
fair model of competition. Besides Martinic, the third Drzic 
award was won a year earlier (2004) by Maja Sviben with her 
play The Source Point, a story on the possibility or 
impossibility of love relationship in the modern era, which 
has introduced new communication codes and values. The 
play was directed by Mario Kovac and produced by the 
KUFER group. In 2007, Lana Saric won the same award for 
her Skyscraper, which deals with human restlessness and the 
need to discover new and unknown worlds. It was staged by 
Edvin Liveric at Istrian People's Theatre in Pula. 

Another window into the world - or world in a window 
- for the new generation of authors was opened by two 
dramaturgy students, Jasna Zmak and Coran Fercec, who 
launched an informal initiative called dramaturgical 
collective in 2007, at the initiative of the then artistic 
manager of Theatre &TD, Marin Blazevic. The duo envisioned 
a project of Small Night Readings, with the aim of offering a 
chance to the new authors to present their work in an 
improvised form of reading rehearsals or with some rough 
director's interventions. Originally realized in the form of 
monthly events throughout the season of 2007/08, in 2009 
it was presented in a condensed, festival form that lasted for 
a week in June. Apart from being a platform for "testing" 
dramatic pieces, offered by the dramaturgical collective to 


the new authors, it was also conceived as a space in which 
these young authors might be discovered by theatre 
directors, managers, and programme makers. But as it often 
happens, there were few who saw any of their own interest 
in that, whereby the fault was certainly not with the 
platform's initiators. Another such case proves that: the 
biennial Theatre Revue of the Academy of Dramatic Art - 
KRADU, which is only rarely visited by theatre managers, 
even though it is precisely the place where they could meet 
the future theatre directors or actors whom they might want 
to invite to their ensembles. Besides them, the initiative of 
Small Night Readings also failed to attract the potential 
sponsors, so that it was eventually cancelled this year. 
Whether the initiative will be resumed or it is considered an 
unnecessary investment by all those instances that should 
support and encourage it - that remains to be seen. 

However, it was certainly an exceptionally important impulse 
for the future playwrights, as well as the Croatian performing 
art scene as a whole. 

A virtual reality for dramatic author, both old and new, 
has been created at the drame.hr platform, which publishes 
works by Croatian playwrights, primarily from the younger 
generations. Same as the Small Night Readings, this project is 
a result of the efforts of an informal initiative of several 
enthusiasts, based on the good will of those who keep it 
running. Besides the initiators, so far it has survived owing to 
the authors who offer their texts for publication; however, it 
is questionable whether and how long it will be able to 
survive without an adequate support that would transform it 
into a place that the authors themselves would consider 
worth fighting for. As the only internet platform dedicated to 
playwriting in Croatia, drame.hr has the potential to occupy a 
prominent position that would offer high-quality readings to 
its visitors and ensure visibility and translation into foreign 
languages to the authors. Besides the translation work and 
strategic networking, the platform has a good basis for 
establishing connections not only within the region, but also 
globally, which would make it a foundation for the currently 
non-existing infrastructure for playwriting and an important 
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source of support or even a spring board for the authors 
themselves. 

Just as we can only hope that the Small Night Readings 
will be continued, we also hope for the future of dramatic 
playwriting that is "young" today and that which will be 
"young" tomorrow. This hope demands future steps that 
would take it out of the space of imagination into the real 
world of existence, and lots of good will is needed to achieve 
that. Some of the possible ways to get out of the currently 
rather hopeless situation would be the Academy's initiatives 
to agree upon the systematic publication of its students' 
texts with a particular publishing house, as well as to 
establish a collaboration with a theatre house, or several 
theatre houses, that would stage a selection of student plays 
every year. It would be necessary to introduce regular 
reading rehearsals and workshops in which the students 
could test their texts and get to know them better, as well as 
to encourage collaboration between the Academy's 
departments... 

A consequence of this indifferent and unsystematic 
attitude towards our playwriting is the current performing 
art scene. When comparing the space that the previous 
generations had at their disposal in order to establish 
themselves and that which is left to the current generations, 
the ones that are about to enter our horizon, it is obvious 
that there is no systematic mechanism of encouragement 
and promotion. Instead, the situation is rather accidental. 

The way the previous generations were established also 
depended on global trends - in which certain authors fitted 
better than the others, so that the programme makers of 
local theatre houses preferred to include them in the 
repertoire - rather than on quality, relevance, or systematic 
support. In other words, those who succeeded were the 
authors who fought for it and some of them also deserved it. 
But there were also those who remained in shadow and 
never managed to reach a position, simply because they 
were simply not the fighting type. The same is true for those 


who are coming now. And since nothing much has changed 
in the system structurally or ideologically, it seems that the 
same destiny awaits the future generations as well. 

What might make a difference, though, is that we now 
live in an age of open windows, in which the world that used 
to be so far away has come within our reach. Some authors 
might thus start from the other direction, over Berlin's HAU 
and Aufbau Verlag to The Croatian National Theatre in 
Zagreb and the publishing house of Profit Tendencies in 
European cultural policies, which are network-oriented and 
favour the exchange of experiences, knowledge transfer, 
expansion of borders, and the creation of a unique European 
cultural identity, open up niches for Croatian authors as well, 
in which they can build up some space for themselves with 
their own efforts, perhaps more easily than their 
predecessors, and to achieve their own relevant position. 

Nevertheless, the largely self-initiated platforms that 
we have just listed offer certain opportunities to young 
authors. The problem resides in the fact that they are not a 
complement or superstructure with respect to a systematic 
infrastructure that would have the obligation of securing the 
basic working conditions to the young, but serve themselves 
as those basic polygons of sustenance. 
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O neadekvatnosti 

Marko Kostanic 


ovijest dramske forme u zadnjih 
stotinjak godina povijest je rasprava o 
njenoj historijskoj relevantnosti. Vrlo 
zanimljiva kulturna i politicka povijest 
20. stoljeca dala bi se ispisati iz rakursa 
svih onih problema i historijskih zbivanja 
koji su pogubno utjecali na relevantnost 
dramske forme. Bauk koji prati dramu 
bauk je neadekvatnosti. Pretpostavka je da drustvena 
stvarnost jednostavno vise nije mogla biti adekvatno 
reprezentirana dramskom formom, pogotovo ako ta 
reprezentacija implicira i odredenu kognitivnu fundiranost, to 
jest ako pretendira na razumijevanje drustvene stvarnosti. 
Neadekvatnost dramske forme naslijedene na pocetku 20. 
stoljeca neodvojivaje od izvedbene neadekvatnosti kazalista 
cija je osnovna generativna matrica bio dramski tekst. 

Upravo je promjena statusa koncepta izvedbenosti, 
prvenstveno u odnosu na tekst koji mu eventualno prethodi i 
odreduje ga, u smislu izvojevane analiticke i produkcijske 
samostalnosti vjerojatno i centralno mjesto problematike 
neadekvatnosti. Ako i nije bila eksplicitno artikulirana kao 
presudni koncept samorefleksije teatarskih prakticara i 
teoreticara, nedvojbeno je prisutna u svim teatarskim 
tegobama oko neadekvatnosti, bilo da se njihovo razrjesenje i 


nadilazenje pokusalo utemeljiti u politickom i klasnom 
preispitivanju reprezentacijskog okvira bilo kroz, primjerice, 
nezaobilaznu usporedbu i zaostajanje za puno uvjerljivijim 
medijem reprodukcije socijalne stvarnosti, filmom. Nastanak 
novih umjetnickih formi kao sto su performance art i 
happening, njihova socijalna i kunsthistorijska legitimacija i 
implementacija proizvodnih procedura u teatarske okvire, te 
akademizacija citavog polja oko pojma izvedbenosti pod 
imenom performance studies unosi nove historijske slojeve i 
ideoloske trope u problematiku neadekvatnosti. Za produk- 
tivnu artikulaciju te problematike nuznaje uspostava 
odredenog vida socijalne epistemologije. 

Pretpostavka o iscrpljenosti dramske forme utemeljena 
je na detektiranim odredenim drustvenim i povijesnim 
promjenama koje dramska forma vise nije sposobna 
reprezentirati mehanizmima koji su joj na raspolaganju. 
Dominantni model razracunavanja s dramskom formom 
operacija je njenog bezostatnog izjednacavanja s 
reprezentacijom kao takvom. Dvije su osnovne varijante tog 
modela prisutne kroz dvadesetostoljetna razracunavanja s 
dramom - artaudovska i brechtovska. Kod Artaudaje 
reprezentacija bila kritizirana iz ahistorijske, metafizicke i 
vitalisticke perspektive, dokju je Brecht pokusavao 
denaturalizirati i nadici historijsko-dijalektickom metodom 
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smjestajuci je u srediste politicko-ekonomskog antagonizma. 
Te dvije potpuno oprecne i politicki potpuno nepomirljive 
varijante zadnjih desetljeca dvadesetog stoljeca su se u 
kanoniziranom historijatu borbe protiv drame medusobno 
spojile i nadopunile. Artaud je osloboden opskurantistickog 
balasta, a Brecht je potpuno politicki neutraliziran pod 
izlikom dijagnoze o nestanku radnicke klase ili nekog slicnog 
suda zapadnjackog akademsko-medijskog kompleksa u svrhu 
indirektne apologetike kapitalizma. Nacinjen je ahistorijski 
toolbox za obracun s reprezentacijom. Osnovna 
epistemoloska pretpostavka toolboxa je promjena svrhe 
uporabe oruda koje sadrzi. Kako reprezentacija vise nije 
moguca jer su drustvo i svijet postali suvise kompleksni i 
kaoticni, mora se razviti novi tip adekvacije. Adekvacija vise 
nije shvacena kao tumacenje svijeta i njegova eventualna 
posljedicna promjena, vec kao specifican oblik imitacije. 
Obrasci reprodukcije svijeta i drustva su postali toliko 
revolucionarni i nespoznatljivi da je najradikalnija moguca 
reakcija (u oba znacenja te rijeci, kauzalnom i politickom) 
beskonacna aproksimacija tih obrazaca. Takav oblik 
adekvacije, bez obzira na sofisticiranije epistemoloske 
mehanizme u pozadini, zapravo nije nista progresivniji od 
psiholoski fundirane imitacije kod klasicne dramske forme. 
Ovakav opis stanja s adekvacijom nije baziran na endogenom 
razvoju teatarske teorije i prakse vec na formiranju sireg 
specificnog epistemoloskog rakursa u arts&humanities 
svijetu kojeg su dio i Deleuze&Guattari i samoproglaseni 
gurui knowledge economy, u kojeg su se teorija i praksa vecim 
dijelom utopile, koji im sluzi kao ne uvijek eksplicirano 
polaziste za razumijevanje svijeta i artikuliranje vlastitog 
mjesta u njemu. Iz perspektive statusa dramske forme 
privilegirani koncepti tog epistemoloskog rakursa su tekst i 
izvedba. 

Kulturna institucija (post)dramskog pisanja se manje- 
vise uspjesno nosila s promijenjenim povijesnim okolnostima, 
to jest postepeno se prosirivalo polje moguceg, legitimirao se 
siroki spektar spisateljskih praksi kao izvedbeno relevantnih i 
priznatih. Osim sto je i unutar dominantnog produkcijskog 
modela tekst - uprizorenje prag dopustenog poprilicno 


izbrisan pa status predloska moze varirati od antropoloske 
studije do nogometne utakmice, legitimnaje postala i 
promjena mjesta s kojeg se pise. Tekst moze nastajati iz 
samog procesa proizvodnje predstave, primjerice kao 
biljezenje osobnog glumackog rada na predstavi ili kao 
naknadne biljeske dramaturga koje postaju tekst izvedbe. U 
praksi vec odavno etablirani modeli pisanja za izvedbu stekli 
su i akademski status kroz uspostavu kolegija performance 
writing, ili u domacoj varijanti pismo za izvedbu. 
Demokratizacija praksi pisanja kao odgovor na trazenje 
adekvatnosti s novim izvedbenim modelima, s novim 
statusom izvedbe i posredno sa samo drustvenom zbiljom 
teorijsku legitimaciju cesto je crpila iz poststrukturalistickih 
teorija jezika i teksta. Teorijske inovacije koje su se odvijale 
oko problematike performativnosti jezika, autonomizacije 
oznacitelja u odnosu na oznaceno, uspostave ekvivalencije 
izmedu jezika i svih ostalih drustvenih praksi (iako se u ovom 
slucaju zaboravljaju evidentne stvari kao sto su oskudni 
resursi, naime jezik ih nema za razliku od ekonomskih 
dobara) i jezika kao nezaobilaznog horizonta za 
razumijevanje svijeta priskrbile su pisanju status adekvatan 
onome izvedbe. Tekst, osim sto je „sve", izmedu ostalog je i 
izvedba. Upravo taj status teksta postao je i neiscrpan resurs 
inovacije u procesu dramskog pisanja. Za razliku od ostalih 
knjizevnih formi, potencijalnost izvedbe inherentna ovom 
tipu teksta koji se tradicionalno manifestirao u strukturnoj 
krutosti dramske forme, urusavanjem te strukture postao je 
poligon za vjezbanje inovativnih artikulacijskih, sintaktickih ili 
organizacijskih modela. Nepobitan je citav dijapazon 
vrijednih umjetnickih novuma koji su nastali u tom kontekstu, 
ali osnovni problem je centralno sidriste kriterija valorizacije 
inovacija - auraticna moc Teksta. 

S druge strane, koncept izvedbe postao je analiticki 
relevantniji kao teorijski simptom nego kao kategorija koja 
objasnjava. Foucaultovska dijagnoza epohe Jona McKenzieja 
iz studije Izvedi ili snosi posljedice o izvedbi kao novoj onto- 
historijskoj formaciji je tocna, ali su joj potrebne dvije 
nadopune - radi se samo o ontoloskoj formaciji i presudna je 
jedino u analitickom aparatu studija izvedbe. Ono sto se 


Bauk koji piati diamu bauk je neadekvatnosti. Neadekvatnost 
diamske forme naslijedene na pocetku 20. stoljeca neodvojiva 
je od izvedbene neadekvatnosti kazalista cija je osnovna 
geneiativna matiica bio diamski tekst. 
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dogodilo s konceptom izvedbe prenaglasavanje je teorijske 
inovacije u odnosu na historijsku realnost koju opisuje. 
Nesumnjiva i nuzna operabilnost koncepta za razumijevanje i 
analizu umjetnickih formi izgubila se inflatornom 
ekspanzijom kroz drustveno-humanisticko polje. Sav 
produktivni background koncepta i pripadnog mu 
konotativnog spektra, od kontrakulturne progresivnosti do 
politizacije dotad izostavljenih podrucja ljudske prakse, 
izgubio se prelaskom iz marginalne pozicije u kazalisni i 
akademski mainstream. Nije problem sto se izgubio vec ono 
sto ga je zamijenilo. U kazalisnom mainstreamu funkcionira 
kao samo jedan od zamjenskih pojmova bez ikakvih 
presudnih poremecaja polja u kojem se nalazi, dokje u 
akademskom svijetu koncept zazivio kao srediste ontoloskog 
sistema lisenog sistematicnosti. Takav status konkretnoj 
analitickoj uporabi ne moze doprinijeti s vise od metafore. 
Preciznije, koncept koji je izgubio empirijski korelat ili mu je, 
kao u ovom slucaju, sasvim disperziran, profunkcionirao je 
kao metafora. 

Tekst i izvedba, sa svim balastima koji ih pritiscu, kljucna 
su mjesta organizacije inteligibilnosti suvremenih teatarskih 
praksi pa tako i pisanja za teatar. Ovdje samo dotaknuta 
problematika njihova statusa nije nesto cega se olako moze 
rijesiti. Ta problematika konstitutivna je problematika teatra 
kao takvog u zadnjoj polovici dvadesetog i pocetkom ovog 
stoljeca, samo sto je kroz te koncepte specificno artikulirana 
ili skrivena, ovisno o rakursu. Radi se o problemu teatarske 
neadekvacije sa svijetom, ili kako je to uobicajeno reci, teatar 
je postao nemocan medij. Problem s tekstom i izvedbom je u 
tome sto artikulacija problema iz te pozicije zaboravlja, ne 
zeli ili nije u stanju artikulirati ono sto je teatru postalo 
neadekvatno, svijet, vec bjezi u prazan prostor 
autogenerirajucih inovacija i kriterija valorizacije tih inovacija. 
Teatarska praksa i teorija, pogotovo u trenutku nestajanja 
vlastite socijalne relevantnosti, trebale bi moci prvenstveno 
artikulirati upravo mehanizme socijalne relevantnosti. Pisanje 
za teatar jednaje od opcija na raspolaganju. 


Za xazliku od ostalih knjizevnih foimi, potencijalnost 
izvedbe inheientna ovom tipu teksta koji se tiadicionalno 
manifestixao u stiuktuinoj kiutosti diamske forme, 
uiusavanjem te stiuktuie postao je poligon za vjezbanje 
inovativnih aitikulacijskih, sintaktickih ili 
oxganizacijskih modela. 
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On Inadequacy 


Marko Kostanic 


Translated from the Croatian by Marina Miladinov 


n the past hundred years, the history of dramatic 
form has largely been the history of debates on its 
historical relevance. The very interesting cultural 
and political history of the 20 th century could be 
written from the angle of all those problems and 
historical events that fatally influenced the 
relevance of the dramatic form. The spook that 
haunted drama was a spook of inadequacy. It was 
claimed that the social reality could simply no longer be 
adequately represented by the dramatic form, especially if 
that presentation implied a sort of cognitive foundation, that 
is, if it claimed to grasp the social reality. The inadequacy of 
the inherited dramatic form in the early 20 th century cannot 
be separated from the performative inadequacy of theatre, 
with the dramatic text as its basic generative matrix. It was 
precisely the change in the status of performative concept, 
primarily in relation to the text that potentially preceded and 
defined it, that probably became the central place of the 
issue of inadequacy as to the accomplished autonomy of 
analysis and production. Even if not explicitly articulated as 
the determining concept of self-reflection for the 
practitioners and theoreticians of theatre, it was 
undoubtedly present in all theatrical predicaments caused by 
the sense of inadequacy, regardless of whether their solution 


or overcoming could be based on the political and class- 
related questioning of the representational framework or 
achieved through the inevitable comparison with and 
lagging behind the far more convincing medium for 
presenting social reality - cinema. The emergence of new 
artistic forms such as performance art and happening, their 
social and art-historical legitimization, and the 
implementation of production processes into theatrical 
frameworks, as well as the academization of the entire field 
clustered around the notion of performance under the label 
of "performance studies", added new historical layers and 
ideological tropes to the issue of inadequacy. In order to 
articulate that issue productively, we must establish a 
particular aspect of social epistemology. 

The supposition that the dramatic form had become 
exhausted was based on certain detected social and 
historical changes that the dramatic form was no longer 
capable of representing through the mechanisms that were 
at its disposal. The dominant model of settling accounts with 
the dramatic form was an absolute identification with 
representation as such. There were two basic variants of this 
model throughout the period of struggling with drama in the 
20 th century: Artaudian and Brechtian. With Artaud, 
representation was criticized from an ahistorical, 
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metaphysical, and vitalist perspective, whereas Brecht tried 
to denaturalize and surpass it with the help of historical and 
dialectic method, transferring it into the centre of political 
and economic antagonism. In the last decades of the 20 th 
century, these two completely opposite and politically 
irreconcilable variants were merged in the canonized history 
of struggle against drama, complementing each other. 

Artaud was freed from the ballast of obscurantism, while 
Brecht was politically completely neutralized with the 
pretext that the working class was no longer there or some 
similar proclamation revealing the complexes of Western 
academy and the media engaged in an indirect form of 
capitalist apologetics. The result was an ahistorical toolbox 
for the final battle with representation. The basic 
epistemological premise of that toolbox was changing the 
purpose of the tools it contained. Since representation was 
no longer possible because the society and the world had 
become too complex and chaotic, a new type of adequacy 
had to be developed. Adequacy was no longer understood as 
an interpretation of the world and its possible change as a 
consequence, but rather as a specific form of imitation. The 
patterns for reproducing the world and the society became 
so revolutionary and unknowledgeable that the most radical 
reaction possible (in both senses of the word, causal and 
political) was an endless approximation of these patterns. 
That form of adequacy, regardless of the more sophisticated 
epistemological mechanisms in its background, was actually 
no more progressive than the psychologically based 
imitation in the classical dramatic form. Such description of 
the situation concerning adequacy is not based on the 
endogenous evolution of the theory and practice of theatre, 
but rather on the creation of a specific, broader 
epistemological angle in the world of arts & humanities, a 
part of which are both Deleuze & Guattari and the self- 
proclaimed gurus of the economy of knowledge, in which the 
previous theory and practice have already been partly 
assimilated, using it as a not always explicit starting point for 
understanding the world and articulating one's own place in 
it. From the perspective of the status of the dramatic form, 


the privileged concepts of that epistemological angle are the 
text and the performance. 

The cultural institution of (post)dramatic writing was 
more or less successfully dealing with these altered historical 
circumstances, which implied the expansion of the field of 
possibilities and legitimization of a broad spectrum of 
writing practices as relevant and acknowledged in terms of 
performance. Besides the fact that within the dominant 
model of production, the text - an embodiment of what was 
permissible - was largely erased, so that the basis of 
performance could vary from an anthropological study to a 
football match, it was now legitimate to change the position 
from which the piece was written. The text could be a result 
of the very process of producing the performance, including 
remarks on the personal achievements of individual actors, 
or subsequent notes of the dramaturge that would later 
become the performance text. Models of writing for theatre 
that had been long established in practice now achieved an 
academic status with the establishment of the course in 
Performance Writing. Democratizing the writing practices as 
an answer to the search for adequacy with the help of new 
models of performance, new status of performance, and 
especially the social reality as such, often drew on 
poststructuralist theories of language and text for its 
theoretical legitimization. Theoretical innovations that took 
place around the problem of performativity of language, 
emancipation of the signifier with respect to the signified, 
the established equivalence between language and other 
social practices (although in this case some self-evident 
things related to language were forgotten, for example that 
its resources are scant with regard to economic goods), and 
language as an inevitable horizon for understanding the 
world, gave a status to writing that was adequate to that of 
performance. Apart from being "all", the text had also 
become performance. It is precisely that status of text that 
became an inexhaustible resource for innovations in the 
process of dramatic writing. Unlike other literary forms, the 
potential of performance, inherent to the sort of text that 
had been traditionally manifested in the structural rigidity of 
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the dramatic form, became a polygon for exercising 
innovative models of articulation, syntax, and organization 
after the demise of that same form. It is impossible to deny a 
whole range of valuable artistic innovations that emerged in 
that context, but the basic problem is the central anchorage 
of the criteria for evaluating these innovations - the auratic 
power of the Text. 

But then again, the concept of performance has 
become analytically more relevant as a theoretical symptom 
than as a category of explanation. The Foucaultian diagnosis 
of the epoch in Jon McKenzie's study Perform or Else, which 
treats performance as a new onto-historical formation, may 
be considered correct, but needs complementation in two 
aspects - it is only an ontological formation and decisive 
only within the analytical apparatus of performance studies. 
What happened to the concept of performance is that 
theoretical innovation has been overemphasized with 
respect to the historical reality it describes. The undoubted 
and necessary operability of the concept in understanding 
and analyzing artistic forms has been lost owing to the 
inflational expansion into the social-humanistic field. The 
entire productive background of the concept itself and its 
corresponding connotative progressivity, up to the 
politicization of the formerly exempted fields of human 
practice, was lost with the passage from the marginal 
position into the mainstream of theatre and the academy. 
Yet the problem is less in the fact that it has been lost and 
more in what has replaced it. In the theatre mainstream, it 
functions merely as a substitute for various notions, causing 
no crucial disturbances in its field, while in the academy the 
concept has come alive as the centre of an ontological 
system void of all system. Such a status cannot contribute to 
concrete analytical usage more than a mere metaphor. More 
precisely, a concept that has lost its empirical correlate, or 
that correlate has become largely dispersed, as in this case, is 
now reduced to a mere metaphor. 

Text and performance, with all the burdens they must 
bear, are the key points in organizing the intelligibility of 
contemporary dramatic practices, including writing for the 


theatre. The issue of their status, which could here be dealt 
with only fleetingly, are not something that can be solved 
easily. It has been a constitutive problem of theatre as such 
in the late 20 th and early 21 st centuries, only specifically 
articulated or obscured through these concepts, depending 
on the angle. It is the problem of inadequacy of theatre with 
respect to the world, or rather, as it is commonly formulated: 
theatre has become an impotent medium. The problem with 
text and performance is that the articulation of the problem 
from such a position easily ignores or shows itself unwilling 
or unable to articulate what it is that has become inadequate 
for the theatre, namely the world, escaping instead into the 
empty space of self-generating innovations and criteria for 
evaluating them. Dramatic practice and theory, especially at 
the moment when its own social relevance is fading away, 
should primarily be able to articulate the mechanisms of 
social relevance. Writing for theatre is one of the options at 
our disposal. 


The spook that haunted drama was a spook of inadequacy. 

The inadequacy of the inherited dramatic form in the early 
20 th century cannot be separated from the performative 
inadequacy of theatre, with the dramatic text as its basic 
generative matrix. 
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Goran Fercec 

R oden 1978. u Kopiivnici. Apsol- 
vent dxamatuxgije na Akademiji 
diamske umjetnosti u Zagxebu. Do- 
bitnik nagxade Austxijskog kultux- 
nog foxuma i Ministarstva vanjskih 
poslova Republike Austxije za 
dxamski tekst Pismo Heinezu M. na 
temu "Govoxiti o gxanicama", za 
godinu 2007. Kao dxamatuxg i/ili 
asistent xedatelja xadio na mnogim 
pxojektima od kojih su najxecen- 
tniji: 2zene2bxata2metza koreogra- 
fkinje Aleksandxe laneve Imfe- 
ld, Cenezacija 91-95 xedatelja Bo- 
ruta Sepaxovica, Bjesovi xedatelja 
lanusza Kice, Nastup koxeogxafa 
Matije Fexlina, Kiklop xedatelja 
Ivice Buljana, Vatzotehna 2.0 xe- 
datelja Boxuta Sepaxovica. Sudje- 
lovao na mnogim diamatuxskim radi- 
onicama kao predavac i/ili pola- 
znik, te 2010. boxavio na dvomje- 
secnoj xezidenciji za pisce Milo 
Dox u oxganizaciji beckog Kultux- 
Kontakta. Tekstove i dxame obja- 
vljivao u 

casopisima Fzakcija, TkH/Teozija 
koja hoda, Kxetanja, Scena, Kaza¬ 
liste, te na Txecem pxogxamu hx- 
vatskoga xadija. Pise pxozu i dxa- 
mu. 

B oxn 1978 in Kopxivnica. About 
to gxaduate fxom the Dxamatuxgy 
Depaxtment at the Academy of Dxa- 
matic Ait Zagxeb. Winnex of the 
awaxd of Austxian Cultuxal Foxm 
and the Austxian Ministxy of Foxe- 
ign Affaixs fox his play Lettez to 
Heinez M ., in the categoxy of the 
best dxamatic text on the subject 
of boxdexs (2007). Collaboxated on 
a numbex of pxojects as a dxama- 
tuxge and/01 dixectox's assistant, 
the most xecent ones being: 
2women2bzothezs2metzes (choreo- 
gxaphex: Aleksandxa laneva Imfe- 
ld), Cenezation 91-95 (dixectox: 
Boxut Separovic), Rages (dixectox: 
lanusz Kica), Pezfozmance (choxeo- 
gxaphex: Matija Fexlin), Cyclops 
(dixectox: Ivica Buljan), Vatzo¬ 
tehna 2.0 (dixected: Boxut Sepaxo¬ 
vic). Paxticipated at vaxious dxa- 
matuxgy woxkshops as a lectuxex 
and/paxticipant. In 2010, he won a 
two-month xesidency fox wxitexs 
Milo Dox, oxganized by KultuxKon- 
takt Vienna. Published texts and 
plays in journals Fzakcija, TkH/ 
Walking Theozy, Kzetanja, Scena, 
Kazaliste, as well as the Thixd 
Pxogxamme of the Cxoatian Radio. 
Wxites pxose and plays. 


Vedrana Klepica 

D ramatuiginja i autoxica teksto- 
va za izvedbu. Dxamski tekstovi 
i scenaxiji izvodeni su joj i 
pxedstavljeni na Hxvatskom xadiju, 
u Teatxu &TD, Teaseu - umjetnickoj 
platfoxmi za izvedbene umjetnosti 
(Daxwin, Austxalija), na festivalu 
dxamskih pisaca Woxld Intexplay 
Austxalia i Tuxska, Wxitexs Meetup 
u Singapuxu, scenaxistickom pit- 
chingu Nisi Masa Fxancuska. Radila 
je kao novinaxka na poxtalu za ka¬ 
zaliste Teatax.hx, kao umjetnicka 
voditeljica Festivala altexnativ- 
nog i nezavisnog izxicaja, a kao 
dxamatuxginja xadi na pxojektima 
vezanim za kazaliste, suvxemeni 
pies i nove medije. 

D ramatuige and authox of texts 
fox pexfoxmance. Hex plays and 
scxipts have been pexfoxmed and 
pxesented at the Cxoatian Radio, 
at Theatxe &TD, Tease - axtistic 
platfoxm fox the pexfoxming axts 
(Daxwin, Austxalia), at the festi¬ 
val of playwxights Woxld Intexplay 
Austxalia and Tuxkey, the Wxitexs 
Meetup in Singapoxe, the scxee- 
nwxitexs' pitching foxum Nisi Masa 
in Fxance. Woxked as a journalist 
fox the theatxe web poxtal 
teatax.hx, as an axtistic dixectox 
fox the Festival of Alternative 
and Independent Expxession, and as 
a dxamatuxge fox vaxious pxojects 
xelated to theatxe, contempoxaxy 
dance, and the new media. 


Marko Kostanic 

R oden 1984. u Splitu. Txenutno 
zivi i xadi u Zagxebu, gdje 
studixa dxamatuxgiju na Akademiji 
diamske umjetnosti. 

B oxn 1984 in Split. Cuixently 
lives and woxks in Zagxeb, whe- 
xe he studies at the Academy of 
Dxamatic Ait Zagxeb. 


Helena Kovacic 

D xamatuxginja i pxevoditeljica. 

Diplomixala kompaxativnu 
knjizevnost i polonistiku na 
Filozofskom fakultetu u Zagxebu. 
Txenutno apsolventica odsjeka 
dxamatuxgije na Akademiji diamske 
umjetnosti u Zagxebu. 

Dxamatuxginja je i koautoxica 
tekstova pxedstava: Imitatozi 
glasova, Kuckini sinovi, 

Opzostite, mogu li vam 
ispzicati... ?, M enazexija, 

Pzologue foz love piece, Ovo bi 
mogla biti moja ulica... Dobitnica 
xektoxove nagxade za dxamatuxgiju 
pxedstave Imitatozi glasova. 
Rezixala pxedstavu Kzaljica 
Vesmasina. 
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D xamatuxge and translator. She 
holds a degree in Comparative 
Literature Studies and Polish 
Language and Literature from the 
University of Zagxeb, and is 
studying at the Academy of 
Dxamatic Ait in Zagxeb at the 
Dramaturgy Department. She is the 
dramaturge and coauthor of the 
productions The Voice Imitatozs, 
The Sons of Bitches, Excuse me, 

May I tell you...?, Menagerie, 
Pzologue foz love piece, This 
could be my street... She is the 
recipient of the Rector's Award of 
the University of Zagxeb for the 
dramaturgy of The Voice Imitatozs. 
She has dixected the production 
The Queen Washing Machine. 


Antonija Letinic 

Z amjenica glavne uxednice na 
poxtalu Kultuxpunkt.hr od 
2009., u razdoblju od nultih do 
danas suradivala je s mnogim orga- 
nizacijama na zagrebackoj nezavi- 
snoj kulturnoj sceni. Od 2004. do 
2009. xadila za Euxokaz na pxoduk- 
ciji i odnosima s javnoscu. Osim 
na poxtalu za koji txenutno xadi, 
povremeno objavljuje u Zaxezu i 
Goxdoganu. 

D eputy editox-in-chief at the 
web poxtal Kultuxpunkt.hi since 
2009. Since the early 2000s, she 
has collaborated with a number of 
organizations from the independent 
cultuxal scene of Zagxeb. From 
2004-2009, she worked for Euxokaz, 
on production and public relati¬ 
ons. Besides the web portal for 
which she is currently working, 
she occasionally publishes texts 
in Zaxez and Gordogan. 


Ivor Martinic 

R oden u Splitu 1984. godine. 

2003. upisuje dxamatuxgiju na 
Akademiji diamske umjetnosti u Za¬ 
gxebu. Od 2005. xadi kao dxamatuxg 
na pxodukcijama u Djecjem kazali¬ 
stu Dubxava, kazalistu Mala scena, 
Teatxu &TD, HNK Varazdin i Zagre- 
backom kazalistu mladih. 2005. do- 
bio je nagxadu Marin Drzic Mini- 
starstva kultuxe Republike Hrvat- 
ske. Za dxamu Ovdje pise naslov 
dzame o Anti dobio nagxadu Fa- 
bxique et Croatie diustva REZ i 
nagxadu Mali Marulic Festivala hr- 
vatske dxame za djecu. Drama je 
pxaizvedena u Gxadskom kazalistu 
mladih u Splitu u reziji Ivice Si- 
mica u svibnju 2009. Ista dxama 
postavljena je i u Blue Elephant 
Theatre u Londonu, a koncertno je 
procitana na desetak festivala. 
Dxama o Mizjani i ovima oko nje 
pxaizvedena je 2010. u lugosloven- 
skom dxamskom pozoristu u reziji 
Ive Milosevic. Postavljena je i u 
Mestnom gledaliscu ljubljanskom u 
reziji Dusana lovanovica. Njegove 
dxame prevedene su na engleski, 
fxancuski, njemacki, norveski, 
slovenski i spanjolski jezik, a 
neki od prijevoda su i objavljeni. 
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B orn 1984 in Split. Studies at 
the Academy of Dramatic Art Za¬ 
greb since 2003. Since 2005, he 
has worked as a dramaturge for 
Children's Theatre Dubrava, Mala 
Scena theatre, Theatre &TD, Croa¬ 
tian National Theatre, Varazdin, 
and Zagreb Youth Theatre. In 2005, 
he won the Marin Drzic award of 
the Croatian Ministry of Culture. 
For his play Here Is Where the Ti¬ 
tle of the Drama on Ante Is Writ¬ 
ten he won the award of Fabrique 
et Croatie by REZ association and 
the Mali Marulic award at the Fe¬ 
stival of Croatian Children's 
Plays. The play was premiered in 
May 2009 at the City Youth Theatre 
in Split, directed by Ivica Simic. 
The same play was staged at the 
Blue Elephant Theatre in London, 
and read out at several festivals. 
His Drama on Mixjana and Those 
around Her was premiered in 2010 
at Yugoslav Dramatic Theatre, di¬ 
rected by Iva Milosevic. It was 
also staged at the City Theatre 
Ljubljana, directed by Dusan lova- 
novic. His plays have been tran¬ 
slated into English, French, Ger¬ 
man, Slovenian, and Spanish. Some 
of these translations have been 
published in print. 


Goxan Pavlic 

D iplomirani filozof, radi kao 
asistent na Akademiji dramske 
umjetnosti, na kolegiju Dramatolo- 
gija. Strucne i znanstvene radove 
objavljuje u domacim i medunaro- 
dnim casopisima. Glavna polja in- 
teresa su mu: (post)moderne teori- 
je identiteta, semiotika tjelesno- 
sti, fizikalizam. Trenira valbado. 

G raduated philosophy, assistant 
professor at the Academy of 
Dramatic Art Zagreb, teaching a 
course on Drama Studies. Published 
a number of scholarly articles in 
Croatian and international jour¬ 
nals. His main fields of interest 
include (post)modern theories of 
identity, semiotics of the body, 
physicalism. Practices valbado. 


Petaz Sazjanovic 

R oden 1986. u Zagrebu, gdje zi- 
vi, radi, povremeno izvodi i 
pise, te postepeno privodi kraju 
studij komparativne knjizevnosti i 
filozofije. 

B orn 1986 in Zagreb, where he 
lives and works, occasionally 
performing and writing. About to 
graduate Comparative Literature 
and Philosophy. 
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Maja Sviben 

R odena u Zagrebu 1981. Studirala 
engleski i komparativnu knji- 
zevnost na Filozofskom fakultetu u 
Zagrebu, apsolventica na Odsjeku 
dramaturgije na Akademiji dramske 
umjetnosti. Autorica nekoliko pro- 
jekata odgojnog kazalista za Dram- 
ski studio Tirena (2042.- razumi- 
jevanjem protiv nasilja, (Pre)ve- 
lika ocekivanja) , u kojem je niz 
godina radila kao dramski pedagog. 
Voditeljica dramaturskih i radio- 
nica dramskog pisanja. Dobitnica 
nagrade Marin Drzic za tekst Tocka 
izvorista 2004. Tekst je 2006. iz- 
veden u reziji Marija Kovaca i 
produkciji KUFER-a. Kao dramatur- 
ginja suradivala je s Kazalistem 
Mala scena, Muzickim bijenalom, 
Hrvatskim narodnim kazalistem u 
Zagrebu i Studijem za suvremeni 
pies. 

Uz redateljicu Noru Krstulovic, s 
kojom autorski potpisuje niz pred- 
stava i performansa, suosnivacica 
je umjetnickog kolektiva SKROZ. Od 
2007. radi za Teatar.hr, web por¬ 
tal posvecen kazalistu. 

B orn 1981 in Zagreb. Studied 
English and Comparative Litera¬ 
ture at the Faculty of Philosophy, 
University of Zagreb. About to 
graduate from the Dramaturgy De¬ 
partment at the Academy of Drama¬ 
tic Art Zagreb. 

Author of several project for the 
educational theatre at Drama Stu¬ 
dio Tirena (2042 - With Under¬ 
standing against Violence, (Too) 
Great Expectations), where she 
worked for several years as a the¬ 
atre pedagogue. Moderates a number 
of dramaturgy and creative writing 
workshops. Won the Marin Drzic 
award in 2004 for her play The 
Source Point, which was staged in 
2006 (director: Mario Kovac, pro¬ 
duction: KUFER). As a dramaturge, 
she has collaborated with Mala 
Scena theatre. Musical Biennial, 
Croatian National Theatre Zagreb, 
and Studio for Contemporary Dance. 
Together with theatre director No¬ 
ra Krstulovic, with whom she has 
collaborated on a number of plays 
and performances, she has founded 
the art collective SKROZ. Since 
2007, she has worked for the thea¬ 
tre web portal Teatar.hr. 


Lana Saxic 

odena 1983. godine. 2007. di- 
plomirala dramaturgiju na Aka¬ 
demiji dramske umjetnosti u Zagre¬ 
bu. Ima status samostalne umjetni- 
ce. Tekstovi su joj izvodeni u 
&TD-u i Maloj sceni u Zagrebu, Is- 
tarskom narodnom kazalistu u Puli, 
djecjem kazalistu u Rijeci, HNK 
Varazdinu, te na Hrvatskom radiju. 
S tekstovima Neboder i Meso sudje- 
lovala je na medunarodnim forumima 
i festivalima, poput Autorenforuma 
u Frankfurtu, te Interplaya u Grc- 
koj i Australiji. Drama Neboder, 
za koju je nagradena nagradorn Ma¬ 
rin Drzic za dramski tekst, izve- 
dena je na Festivalu europske dra¬ 
maturgije u Santiago de Chileu. 
2010. rezirala je dokumentarni 
film Klasa optimist. 


B orn in 1983. In 2007, she grad¬ 
uated dramaturgy from the Acad¬ 
emy of Dramatic Art Zagreb. Free¬ 
lance artist. Her plays have been 
performed at Theatre &TD and Thea¬ 
tre Mala Scena in Zagreb, Istrian 
People's Theatre in Pula, chil¬ 
dren's theatre in Rijeka, Croatian 
National Theatre Varazdin, and the 
Croatian Radio. With her plays 
Skyscraper and Flesh, she has par¬ 
ticipated at various international 
forums and festivals, such as Au- 
torenforum in Frankfurt and Inter¬ 
play in Greece and Australia. For 
her play Skyscraper, she has won 
the Marin Drzic award for the best 
play. It was performed at the Fes¬ 
tival of European Dramaturgy in 
Santiago de Chile. In 2010, she 
directed a documentary film under 
the title of Category: Optimist. 


Anica Tomic 

R edateljica i glumica. 

Diplomirala kazalisnu reziju i 
radiofoniju na Akademiji dramske 
umjetnosti te komparativnu 
knjizevnost i kroatistiku na 
Filozofskom fakultetu u Zagrebu. 
Stipendistica Amsterdamse 
Hogeschool voor de Kunsten, te 
semestralna stipendistica rezije 
na IUP-u, SAD. Dobitnica nagrade 
Mali Marulic za reziju predstave 
Djecak Ivek i pas Cvilek. 
Redateljica je i koautorica 
tekstova predstava Imitatori 
glasova, Kuckini sinovi, 

Oprostite, mogu li vam 
ispricati... ?, Menazerija, 

Prologue for love piece, Ovo bi 
mogla biti moja ulica... Rezirala 
radio drame Prizori s jabukom i 
Cudovista. Kao glumica nastupala u 
kazalistu, filmu i na televiziji. 

A nica Tomic is a theater 
director and actress. She 
studied Theater Direction at the 
Academy of Dramatic Art in Zagreb, 
as well as Croatian Studies and 
Comparative Literature Studies at 
the University of Zagreb. She 
holds a scholarship of the 
Amsterdamse Hogeschool voor de 
Kunsten, and a semester 
scholarship at the IUP, USA. A 
recipient of the Young Marulic's 
award of the Croatian Ministry of 
Culture for directing the 
production The Boy Ivek and the 
Dog Cvilek. She has directed and 
coauthored the productions The 
Voice Imitators, The Sons of 
Bitches, Excuse me, May I tell 
you...?, Menagerie, Prologue for 
love piece, This could be my 
street... She has directed the 
radio plays Scenes with an Apple 
and Monsters. As an actress she 
has performed in theatrical, film 
and television productions. 


3asna Zmak 

R odena 1984. u Puli. Apsolventi¬ 
ca dramaturgije na Akademiji 
dramske umjetnosti i marketinga na 
Ekonomskom fakultetu, oboje u Za¬ 
grebu. Kao dramaturginja suradiva¬ 
la s izvedenom skupinom Montaz- 
stroj i Oliverom Frljicem. Clanica 
urednistva F rakcije, web portala 
drame.hr i polovica dramaturskog 
kolektiva. 

B orn 1984 in Pula. About to 
graduate from the Academy of 
Dramatic Art Zagreb (Dramaturgy 
Department) and the Faculty of 
Economy, University of Zagreb 
(Marketing Department). As a dram¬ 
aturge, she has collaborated with 
the Montazstroj performance group 
and director Oliver Frljic. Member 
of the editorial board of Frakci¬ 
ja, web portal drame.hr, and dra¬ 
maturgical collective. 


Rona Zulj 

A psolventica dramaturgije na za- 
grebackoj Akademiji dramske 
umjetnosti. Dosad je uglavnom ra¬ 
dila kao dramaturg na projektima 
uglavnom izvedenim u Teatru &TD 
(Zrtve zemljopisa, Carstvo rado- 
sti, Pijanistica, Koriolan, Sad 
kad je komunizam mrtav moj zivot 
je prazan, Gxmace), te nekoliko 
dramatizacija za djecja kazalista 
(D. Ugresic: Mali Plamen, I. B. 
Mazuranic: Regoc). Autorica je za- 
sad triju drama ( Sunce se smije, 
Janijeva svecanost, Jedna Hi dvi- 
je elegije), neobjavljenih. Povre¬ 
meno prevodi sa slovenskog (D. 
Zajc: Gxmace, I. Svetina: Ojdip v 
Korintu). 

A bout to graduate from the Acad¬ 
emy of Dramatic Art. So far, 
she has mostly worked as a drama¬ 
turge on projects performed at 
Theatre &TD (Victims of Geography, 
Empire of Joy, The Pianist, Cori- 
olanus, Now When Communism Is 
Dead, My Life Is Empty, Gxmace), 
as well as several dramatizations 
for children's theatres (D. 
Ugresic: Little Flame, I. B. 
Mazuranic: Regoc). Author of three 
plays ( The Sun Laughs, Jani's Cel¬ 
ebration, One or Two Elegies), so 
far unpublished. Occasionally 
translates from Slovenian (D. Za¬ 
jc: Gxmace, I. Svetina: Oedipus at 
Corinth). 
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